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EDITORIAL 
2010 marks the Centennial of the Canadian Navy. As part of the celebration, the 
Naval Reserves, with 24 divisions across Canada, are organizing conferences, 
parades, and dinners, and they have also launched some 'Daysails'. The NQ was 
lucky enough to be invited along to one in St. John's. Read on for an account of this, 
as well as more information on Newfoundland's naval history, WWII exploits, and 
individual military careers, successful and not. As well, see below a take on military 
applications within the domestic zone. 
joan Sullivan 
Guest Editorial 
Everything I know about relationships, I learned from Sun Tzu. 
Never heard of Sun Tzu? Chinese general, believed, by some schools, to have been active somewhere 
around 300 years before the first Christmas. Sun Tzu is probably as well known for his impact on 
philosophy as on warfare, taking the principals of Taoist thought and giving them a military goal. 
Lionel Giles translated the book in 1910, bringing the general's words to English eyes, and changing the 
title from Sun Tzu on War Methods. Sun Tzu on the Art of War thus became a volume that is required 
reading for people with very diverse goals of their own. 
Such as harmony on the domestic front. 
Sun writes about the "enemy," and "defeat," and "victory" We're talking personal connections here, so 
let's think in terms of "darling" and "win over." Let's keep "victory". But we'll call it "win-win." 
"To win one hundred victories in one hundred battles is not the acme of skill. To subdue the enemy 
without fighting is the acme of skill." 
See? Sun's all about the compromise. "Sweetheart, let's not argue. I'll make supper and we'll work it 
out." 
Now there will come a time when you might have to rally the kids to your side for unforeseen missions. 
Anyone with children will tell you that motivating them to some tasks is much like getting the Great Wall 
of China to stop texting and come to the supper table. Friend, the answer is found between Art's well-turned 
pages. Unfortunately, it's bribery, but you can't argue with success: 
"For them to perceive the advantage of defeating the enemy, they must also have their rewards." 
I'm not talking cash here ... who am I kidding? Of course I'm talking cash. And rides to the mall and help 
with the science project. just remember, children can be bought. Keep saying "win-win" 
You still have to know when to pick your ... battles, and consider your timing. If you'd like to take the 
family out for dinner, best not to broach the subject the day the Mastercard bill comes. 
(As an aside, I always attributed another patch of understanding to The Art of War: "If you want to 
defeat your enemy, sing his song." But apparently that one comes from Australia's Aborigine peoples, 
which means I picked it up ... where? Skippy?) 
In sum, whatever you do, make your point or best case and move on. Nagging is never the answer. 
"There is no instance of a nation benefiting from prolonged warfare." 
Couldn't have said it better myself. 
Ken Simmons is Features Editor with The Telegram. 
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ARCHIVAL NOTES 
FRANCES 
COLLECTION 
BY LINDA WHITE 
The Frances Cluett collection (Coll-174) is one of the most popular 
collection concerning women and the First World War at the Archives 
and Special Collections Division of Memorial's Queen Elizabeth II 
Library. Among its striking components are a Newfoundland passport 
from 1916, a German Iron Cross medal that was given to Cluett by a 
German soldier, and five watercolours painted by Cluett while serving 
in Rauen, France. The collection consists mainly of correspondence 
written by Cluett to her mother, Matilda Cluett, in Belleoram, Fortune 
Bay. Cluett's letters home have been published in a book edited by Bert 
Riggs and William Rompkey (Your Daughter Fanny: The War 
Letters of Frances Cluett, VAD, Flanker Press, 2006.) 
There is also a photograph album of pictures taken by Cluett, many of 
them documenting her time in Europe; two badges bearing the initials 
S]AB (St. john Ambulance Brigade); an autograph album covering the 
years 1907 to 1910; and a small journal written by Cluett in 1908 
describing life in Belleoram. 
Much of this collection was generated while Cluett served as a 
Voluntary Aid Detachment (VAD) in Europe during World War I and 
covers the years from 1916 to 1920. These letters, photographs and 
other items provide unique and valuable insight into the life of one 
Newfoundland woman and her experiences as a VAD in World War I. 
This collection was given to the Archives and Special Collections in 
1993 by Rev. Vernon Cluett, Frances Cluett's nephew. 
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F 
ranees Cluett was born at Belleoram, 
Fortune Bay on June 25, 1883, the daughter 
of Arthur M. Cluett (1851-1897) and 
Matilda Grandy (1855-1931). Cluett had one 
sister, Lillian (1880-1938) and one brother, Arthur 
Samuel (1888-1963). Arthur married Margaret 
Dominix, Bay du Nord, Fortune Bay. 
According to her nephew, Rev. V Cluett, 
Frances Cluett assisted a Mr. Chant in the one-
room school in Belleoram before she went 
overseas in 1916. Her passport states that her 
profession was "teacher". 
In the fall of 1916, at the age of 33, Frances 
Cluett left her home in Belleoram to go to St. 
John's to become a member of the Voluntary Aid 
Detachment (VAD) with the St. John Ambulance 
Corps and to subsequently join the British 
Expeditionary Force in France. She left Belleoram 
on the 55 Glencoe and travelled to Placentia 
where she disembarked and boarded a train that 
brought her to St. John's. She was greeted at the 
railway station in St. John's by a Mrs. Browning 
[probably Adeline] and a Mrs. Dr. Peterson. 
Cluett had arranged to stay at the King George V 
Seamen's Institute but it was occupied by the crew 
of the 55 Portia, who were on strike. Mrs. 
Browning invited her to stay at her house. In her 
letter home to her mother, Cluett described in 
vivid detail the interior of Browning's house and 
how they had spent the day rolling bandages and 
packing them in barrels for shipment overseas. 
Cluett's sojourn at the Browning's was short lived 
as that evening she received word that the strike 
was over and the Portia had sailed. She then 
moved into the Seaman's Institute. 
Over the next few weeks, Cluett spent her time 
preparing herself to go overseas, activities she 
described in her letters home: having pictures 
taken at Holloway Studios to accompany her 
application for a passport; receiving and 
recuperating from inoculations; and sorting out 
her kit bag of uniforms and other clothing to take 
with her. 
In her November 15 letter to her mother, Cluett 
reports she had arrived in New York. She had 
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crossed Newfoundland by train and continued her 
trip to New York, via Boston, on train. Her next 
letter is dated November 29; she is staying at 
Queen Mary's Hostel for Nurses in London, 
England, having sailed from New York to 
Liverpool. She spends the next few months 
training as a VAD in various hospitals in England. 
Her letters home describe in great detail her 
experiences including ward routine, patients she 
met from Newfoundland, the personalities of 
Sisters and other staff at the hospitals, as well as 
her activities during her time off. 
By May 7, 1917, Cluett is writing home from 
France. She had joined the British Expeditionary 
Force and was stationed at the lOth General 
Hospital in Rouen, France. While in France she 
was assigned to a camp nursing German prisoners 
of war. There was a severely wounded German 
major who was one of her patients. Just before he 
died he gave her his Iron Cross and helmet. She 
served for almost a year in France before being 
relocated to Constantinople in 1918. After the war 
she spent some time travelling in Europe before 
returning to Belleoram. Cluett's last letter to her 
mother is dated November 21, 1920 from London 
just before she sets sail for Newfoundland. 
According to Rev. Cluett, when Frances Cluett 
returned to Newfoundland she attended Normal 
School in St. John's and then returned to 
Belleoram to teach primary school. In addition to 
teaching, she ran a small general store. Cluett was 
also active in the community, playing the organ 
for the Church of England congregation. She 
founded a church service association known as 
the Guild of St. Perpetua in Belleoram, and at 
Christmas and Easter she often organised and 
directed community plays. Because of her 
wartime nursing experiences, Cluett was often 
called upon to assist when someone in the 
community was ill. She was known in Belleoram 
as either "Miss Cluett", "Teacher Fanny", or 
"Nurse". Frances Cluett died in November 1969, 
aged 86 years. ~ 
Linda White is an archivist with Archives and Special 
Collections, Queen Elizabeth II Library, Memorial University. 
Seaman's Institute 
Water Street 
[Mid-October] 
Dear Mother, 
.-
I arrived at St. John's Friday around 2 p.m. Wasn't a bit seasick coming, no more than on the land. We had good run 
right from Belleoram. Emily Pike got on at St. Lawrence, so I had great company from that down. I haven't seen her since 
we landed. 
At Placentia we had to go to Mrs. Dumfey's and get a cup of tea, as we had to leave the Glencoe at 6 a.m: so I didn't feel 
like going on the train without something, we had to pay twenty cents. I just had a cup of tea and a bit of bread and 
butter. We left Placentia at 7.20 am and got in St. John's around 2 p.m. 
Mrs. Browning, Lady Davidson's secretary and Dr. Patterson's wife were at the station to meet me. You can imagine what I 
felt like. They were dressed to kill, and I had on my flake boots and old blue coat. Mrs. Browning had on a fawn suit and 
brown velvet hat and furs. She had previously arranged for me to room at the Institute; but it was filled then owing to 
the strike on the Portia. So Mrs. Browning invited me up at her house. It is in the same grounds with the Government 
House. We drove up there in a cab. Oh my! I only wish you could see the inside of that house. The first I did was had a 
wash in the bath room, then we had luncheon in the dining room, and five o'clock tea in the dining room and supper in 
the breakfast room. I wish you could have seen us sitting at the five o'clock tea table with so much silver ware. 
Before we started the maid pushed across the folding doors; before that it was all one. I can never tell you what it is like. 
The stairs are done with red plush, all winding, and five or six could walk up side by side. Miss McDwyer, a young girl 
came in the afternoon and helped us to pack barrels of bandages for the soldiers. We packed five barrels. Mrs. Browning 
would write the numbers on the rolls of bandages and I would stamp them. 
By and by a telephone call came saying the Portia had gone therefore there was room for me at the Institute. At 8 p.m. 
Mrs. Browning took me down to British Hall to the lecture room. I was just a little late. There were seven girls already 
there. Dr. Reeves lectured to us, then we had to apply bandages ourselves. I got an introduction to a Miss Janes; so I 
applied bandages on her. Mrs. Browning and the Dr. looking on. The first bandage went round the arm and body. Second 
fracture we had to splint the arm, and bandage also put in sling. Third bandage was around the elbow, fourth bandage 
around the forearm, the last one around the hand. 
Miss Janes is going to call for me at 3 p.m. this evening. We are going to practice bandaging again. 
Monday night at 8 p.m. another lecture. Tuesday at 3 p.m. we have to go to Mrs. Browning's to help her again to pack. 
Just a minute ago, Mrs. Davidson matron of this Institute, came in to say that Mrs. Browning had called in the morning 
to say that arrangements were already made as regards my board etc, and that I had nothing at all to bother about. You 
need not say that to anyone else, as I cannot say if the other girls are so well looked after; so I wouldn't want it to be 
known. 
We are rushed with training, and will I am afraid be sent across quicker than I thought. Of course I can't say for sure: but 
Mrs. Browning told me last night that perhaps we would be through in five weeks. 
St. John's has to be in darkness, hardly any lights on the automobiles or street cars. The girls at the Institute turned out 
the lights in the music room. St. John's is being guarded. 
I had to get a waist this morning to wear at Mrs. Browning's on Tuesday. Her house is like a palace, the conservatory is 
splendid, you can hardly find your way around. Tell Leah I am sleeping in the bed she left; but am going to be changed 
in another room to-night. 
Your daughter Fanny 
I am enclosing a note for Rhynie. Judge Johnson's two daughters are studying Red Cross too. 
I might have seen Leah before she left as I was at the Institute before she left to go abroad. 
Good Bye Mother. Don't worry about me. From your daughter, Fanny. 
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& Girl's Mother BYMARJORIEoovLE 
THE TAXI PULLS UP TO A STREET CORNER IN DOWNTOWN TORONTO. A WOMAN IN HER 
FORTIES EMERGES. HER HAIR AND ENSEMBLE SUGGEST SHE'S EMULATING JACKIE KENNEDY, 
OR PERHAPS COMPETING. SHE WEARS A CAMEL-HAIR COAT CAREFULLY CARELESSLY OPEN 
TO REVEAL THE TIGHT SKIRT OF A KELLY GREEN SUIT, CUT TO THE KNEE. HER SHOES ARE 
SLEEK AND JEWELLED. SHE'S STUNNING. AS SHE LEAVES THE CAR, SHE TOSSES THE CABBIE 
A WAD OF MONEY AND A DAZZLING SMILE. SHE HEADS FOR THE REVOLVING DOOR OF THE 
GRAND DEPARTMENT STORE WHEN SOMETHING ELSE TUMBLES OUT OF THE CAB, LIKE A 
FORGOTTEN PACKAGE. IT'S A SCOWLING LUMP, IN A RAGLAN. IT'S 10 YEARS OLD. OUR 
ANNUAL SHOPPING EXPEDITION HAS BEGUN. 
t is not likely I will ever be required to attend 
the Oscars, but supposing I won best actress or 
got asked there as the date of- well, 
whomever. There I'd be on that indoor-outdoor 
carpet squeezed into a wrap-around low-slung 
high-arsed velour hankie. Or draped in a pink 
sheet or strapped into a plaid bandanna because 
after a thousand hours held hostage in the fitting 
room, I seize up around the fields of fashion. I 
stand bereft, outside the fence, searching 
hopelessly for a gap I can sneak through. 
The mission to outfit me in my mother's 
image and likeness began early on. Water Street 
was lined with homey shops and small 
department stores but my mother sought 
exotica. She settled on Toronto - Simpson's with 
its roomy elevators, and bustling cafeteria. We 
would idle briefly in furnishings and bedding, 
then set up camp in the horror chamber: the 
children's department. Glamour-mother and 
gawk-girl settled in for the day. 
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Saleswomen probably wondered why my 
mother nattered at me in an excitable monologue 
when clearly I was mute. I stood silent, my face 
inscrutable as a Swiss guard at a pope's funeral, 
my posture a paradigm of resistance, as if a 
sandwich board hung over me advertising 
trouble. Mother ferretted through racks and 
shelves, piling garments in heaps outside the 
dressing room. Play clothes, Sunday clothes, 
straw bonnets with wide ribbons and elastic 
under the chin. Lime green peddle pushers with 
matching striped top. Nova Scotia tartan suit and 
pillbox hat. A purple skirt. 
I was stoic, like a martyr being stoned, stiff as 
the tin man without his oil. My arms and legs 
were pushed and pulled, the clerks labouring as 
if dressing a corpse. Every five minutes I was 
nudged out of the cubicle and presented to an 
audience of thousands - bored clerks from other 
departments, and probably neighbouring shops, 
wandering by for the yearly spectacle of tireless 
mother and tired child. Pre-teens, tweens, teens -
the ritual endured. My mother remained 
convinced that time and money could make me a 
girly girl, winsome even. She could lift me from 
my natural habitat of dorkdom and deposit me 
gently into the kingdom of cool- her cool. But I 
remained a conscientious objector in a small, 
private war. 
I still panic in dress shops, I mean women's 
apparel boutiques, like Charlotte's Chic 
Showroom or Emily's Emporium. I slink in, an 
impostor. Sniggering salesclerks smirk: she~ in 
here? Their condescension wafts into my pores, 
like perverse aroma therapy; every sniff weakens 
me. Around me the confident bop to ABBA or 
other upbeat minstrels appropriated to urge 
spending. What I hear from the sound system in 
flashing aural neon is: no room at the inn. 
Fallen Arches. Check. Dropped Shoulder. 
Check. White owl glasses and scrunched nose 
from excessive sneezing. Check, check. It is true 
that my arches are fallen, but not so fallen that I 
deserved orthopedic boots at the age of eight. But 
in this one area my mother's determination to 
upgrade me to cute was shoved aside in favour of 
a larger protectiveness, encouraged by zealous 
doctors. My schoolmates' blue and white saddle 
oxfords seemed dainty ballet slippers by 
comparison. Yes, at five, I had tipped out of the 
back of the rocking chair and broken my nose, 
but a skewed visage, a slight tilt in the mouth, a 
crooked smile - sure the Irish call it charming. In 
photos my eyes are cast down and to the right as 
if I am fascinated by a mouse that's nibbling the 
photographer's shoes. I look guilty. At a sale of 
work in our school auditorium in grammar 
school, I'd been guzzling an orange crush when 
someone elbowed me, knocking the squat bottle 
into my front teeth. The missing chip from my 
front left bicuspid added to the facial tilt and the 
downcast eyes shout: SLY. I was a good kid, but 
the photos never got it right. The truth is my 
head doesn't sit right on my neck. Or the head 
and neck arrangement don't quite fit the 
shoulders. 
I gaze in wonder at those photos now, trying to 
see what my mother saw: a challenge, an 
obligation, a work in progress? Or just a piece of 
work. 
I once paraded along a catwalk, at a grade nine 
fashion show to raise 
money for the foreign 
missions; participation 
was compulsory. I hid 
behind a wide umbrella 
I was a good kid, 
but the photos 
never got it right. 
and slunk out in my beige raglan, like a 
miniature Colombo. My classmates, dressed in 
hot pants and red vinyl go-go boots, were less 
conspicuous. Cat calls, whistles and thunderous 
applause from the boys sent up from the 
neighbouring school sounded torturous, but were 
nothing compared with the silence of l ,000 
unruly lads turned mute at the sight of me. I 
could hear my chewed fingernails twiddling my 
buttons. I walked the slow mile from stage right 
to stage left, then collapsed into the welcome 
blackness of backstage. 
I was a closet person, convinced from birth that 
the route to invisibility was disguise. I felt silly in 
girly wear but had I donned it, I would have 
been painted into the backdrop of girlhood. 
Perhaps because I lived in a house with all boys, 
and because fires of defiance never stopped 
smouldering between mother and me, I picked a 
wardrobe I believed inconspicuous. I had a 
slavish fascination with a boy in my brother's 
class. For years I wore brown corduroy trousers , 
a red blazer and a green and red striped tie. 
When asked my name, I answered, "Danny 
Williams. " Years later when yon Danny became 
the hero premier, I hung by the phone, certain 
there was some role for me to play. (No calls to 
date.) 
What had happened? What transpired in the 
nursery at St. Clare's Hospital that Ann Marie 
Murphy could strut about shamelessly, that 
Donna Keough could prance in clipped short 
steps in sexy high heels, that Glenda Coveyduck 
could, with a snotty toss of her head, settle her 
hair into perfection? Where was I when the fairy 
dust was sprinkled on them- out for a feeding? 
I squirm around women who whine that they're 
hired for their looks. I once got hired in a phone 
call and fired when I showed up. On the phone I 
was bright and perky, just what they were 
looking for in a hostess for visiting mainland 
conventioneers. I swaggered in and ten minutes 
later slunk out. I'd worn my funeral clothes, the 
only dressy outfit I had in hippiedom- grey 
skirt, white blouse, and black heels I kept 
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spilling out of. They could have handled it with 
diplomacy: Didn't we mention we were looking 
for someone older/younger/taller/shorter? 
Someone who can whistle while reciting epic 
poetry. 
In my own personal stations of the cross, 
number four was the corner of Prescott and 
Gower. There sat Gladys' Beauty Parlour where 
every Friday my mother entered - comely, 
fetching - and left looking more so. Occasionally 
on a Saturday I would be toted along for a special 
do, say, before a brother's wedding. It's not likely 
my mother requested Wave Humps mixed with 
Frizz, or Tufted Tease, and if you peruse the 
magazines of the day you won't find those styles, 
but the camera never lies. In high school, classes 
were filled up with teens with thick, glossy 
shoulder-length hair, straight or softly curled. 
Check out my yearbook picture- there's a hole 
above my name in the school library copy, but 
maybe you could borrow one elsewhere; you'll 
recognize me, suffering under a coiffure best 
described as CrimpKnit Souffle. 
I don't know what occupies most brides an 
hour before their wedding, but I was thumping 
out the Poet and Peasant Overture arranged for 
piano duet with - well, I'll tell you frankly, with 
the groom. And if we could have gone our 
whole lives sitting at the keyboard I mightn't 
have needed a second crack at marriage. 
Because if there's one thing to avoid in life, it's 
the wedding day. Why such fuss over the 
wedding night? At that point you've been 
released from the tyranny of girdle and teeny 
shoes; the veil's been cut into tiny pieces. 
(Agreed: I over-reacted.) The trauma is the 
wedding day, finding oneself wrapped in a floor-
length gauze bandage, inching up that long 
lonesome aisle, like a fake white nun. From the 
choir loft high above me, long glorious oboe 
lines came soaring, floating. I had a fancy to run 
up and offer to play for the service. If only I 
could have been an usher, or someone taking up 
collection. Was there no role for me besides 
this? Eyes fixed on me as I lumbered up the 
aisle, wide mocking eyes, gaping at this 
foreigner: their old pal cut out of her jeans, 
work boots and peace hat and stuffed into this 
get-up from the new country of married. To 
please Ma. 
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"C'mon, Marj, tell us the most memorable 
moment of your wedding day?" young romantics 
in the family ask. 
"Oh, gee." I smile demurely. "Nice girls never 
tell." 
0 kay, I'll tell. It was in the car riding to the 
church, that moment of wonderment that I had 
allowed myself to be strapped into this outfit, 
and the second later when my left hand wrestled 
the right to keep it from ripping off the veil. 
My brothers, who had not been similarly 
swaddled on their wedding days, remained sweet, 
supportive. 
"How you doing, Marj? How you holding up?" 
"Fine, b'ys. Number one." 
And minutes later, arriving at the Basilica, 
looking up to see the resplendent mother-of-
the-bride on top of the church steps, the 
moment when the petrified daughter looks to 
the mother for a last minute reassuring pat. She 
said not a word, but I was re-assured. I 
swallowed and bravely entered the church, 
suspicions confirmed: I was ugly as sin, and 
looked a proper gawk. 
I'd been living in the country, three hours from 
town, and had no phone. Every few days my 
neighbour would climb the lane to my house. 
"There's a message to call your mother," he'd 
announce as if it were quite normal. Then, as it 
to spare me shame in front of friends, he'd 
whisper, "I think you're due for another fitting." 
Six hours return trip for three hours in the 
bridal salon, a large sunny showroom bustling 
with teams of mother-daughter, sisters, best 
friends all joshing and teasing. Not us. My 
mother's commitment to reconstruct me had 
been elevated to higher standards, appropriate to 
nuptials. Mrs. 1\1ullins, pins in mouth, knelt in 
front of me during the summit on hemline - Mrs. 
Mullins, another in the long line of clerks, 
shopgirls, tailors and beauticians who tsked, 
tutted and muttered sympathies to the generous 
mother of the ungrateful daughter. 
"She's useless," my mother's head would flick 
towards me as she regaled passing trade with 
anecdotes of fittings and failings. My mother 
helped the staff poke and prod as I stood fast, 
still draped in the now frayed sandwich board of 
resistance. Then the serious campaign. 
Personally, I saw the wedding gown as an 
attention getting device; I preferred a less showy 
raiment. My brother, Bill, had handed down a 
dark blue pullover, navy issue. I knew I could 
make it up the aisle if I was at least partly 
covered up, and that thick wool sweater over my 
gown would do nicely. I won the make-up 
skirmish but mother won the war. Four days 
later a snow white bride shuffled up the aisle. 
The next time I got married, I searched the 
town for a seamstress with a secret fitting room, 
and found one. I don't know who her clients are, 
but she operates a clandestine tailoring clinic in 
the privacy of her basement, and she takes 
nocturnal appointments. You have to slink 
around an alley and rap at a low door. No 
showroom, no loitering brides, no fancy-pants 
bridesmaids. A mother-free zone. 
She measured me and handed over a slip with 
the numbers I needed to purchase material. The 
next day I strode into a fabric shop. 
"I'd like six yards of wedding dress, please," I 
began confidently, handing over the numbers and 
a pattern. "Something simple." 
After much talk of darts, seams, swatches and 
reams, I fumbled, losing ground. The cocky 
assistant finally twigged: 
You're the bride? 
Those self-help books on the mother-daughter 
mire babble about discussion, healing, honesty. 
Didn't happen to us that way. We just grew old, 
so old a mother and so old a daughter that the 
early conflicts faded. Some barricade collapsed, 
leaving a small space for peace. When my mother 
was told she had a wool allergy, she needed a 
new wardrobe but no longer had the fuel to face 
the shops. On my visits I started bringing in a 
cotton sweater here, a t-shirt there till one day I 
looked in her closet and couldn't tell it from 
mine: Edie Bauer vests, plaid flannel shirts, 
Indian tye-dye skirts. She'd lost height, she'd lost 
a leg, and her remaining foot was in jeopardy; 
she hadn't worn a shoe in 10 years. Stylish 
footwear now consisted of the sexiest designer 
socks I could track down, worn one at a time. 
She didn't go out much any more, but still fussed 
over fashion. When she was invited to my or my 
brothers' houses for family dinners, our concerns 
were logistics: the weather, the right vehicle, 
who'd help with the steps? She'd leave those 
trivialities to us and wheel around her room, 
pondering what to wear. Every few months I was 
deputized to a make-up department. My mother's 
list was not easy for a paleface like me to 
decipher; eventually, after complicated 
conversations with patient saleswomen, I'd head 
back to the home with a stash of Marcel powder 
(translucent, light, loose, not caked), new puffs, 
lipsticks, and other accoutrements that have yet 
to grease my face. When I visited my mother 
then, I'd amble in, grateful to be spared the 
adjudication of my hair and costume. Perhaps 
she couldn't see as well. Perhaps ... 
In any event, I'd open her closet door, suggest 
a colourful blouse or bright sweater. I'd make 
sure the make-up was stored in a drawer where 
she'd remember it. And I never left until she 
looked beautiful. lml 
Marjorie Doyle's latest book is Reels, Rock and Rosaries: 
Confessions of a Newfoundland Musician (Pottersfield 
Press, 2005). Visit www.marjoriedoyle.ca 
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PEOPLE TAKE PICTURES OF THE SUMMER 
BY DEREK PELLEY 
People take pictures of the summer 
Just in case someone thought they had missed it 
And to prove that it really existed 
n the aftermath of my wife Sarah's sudden 
death, I and my son Jude spent nearly a year 
dealing with the thousands of photographs 
that had accumulated over time. They were 
stored haphazardly in boxes all over the house, 
and the biggest chore was trying to identify who 
exactly the people were in a lot of the photos, 
and when and where they had been 
taken. Sometimes we were successful in this task, 
but, more often than not, photos were put in the 
"not identifiable" pile. The main lesson learned 
from this project was to always put the basic 
information on the back of the picture if you 
know it, or in your computer files if that is your 
medium. It was also incredible how many 
pictures there were of long dead and forgotten 
animals. It must have been important to someone 
at the time, but how many pictures of nameless 
chickens, ducks, cows and guinea pigs does one 
really need? Most of the relevant photos were 
laboriously scanned into Jude's computer, and 
now they're his problem. 
I guess that the primary reason for the great 
"picture purge" was to try and make some sense 
and order out of my and Sarah's life together; to 
see things laid out in front of me in a roughly 
chronological fashion. But there were gaps that 
existed that I set off to try and fill. We had both 
been part of a fairly tight "gang" of people from 
the late-1960s to the mid-1970s. We hung out a 
lot in both the physical and emotional sense, and 
even travelled together doing some crazy things 
like painting a derelict ferry boat in Levis, 
Quebec. For whatever reason, I had very few 
pictures from this time, so I contacted Bryan 
Hennessey who had been "one of us" throughout 
this whole period. Bryan had been an insatiable 
photographer in those days, sometimes to the 
point of irritability. Nothing was exempt from 
Bryan's camera lens. He was also, and still is, a 
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meticulous archivist and collector of things. Sure 
enough, when I raised the issue, he had a scad of 
negatives and contact-sheets carefully organized 
and duly annotated in albums. I had prints made 
from the negatives that were relevant to my 
purpose, and the photo album became more 
complete. 
Of all the prints, a series that was taken in 
Enfield, North London in the summer of 1971 
was the most interesting and absorbing. Myself, 
Sarah, Bryan, Carol McGrath, Sandy Morris, Greg 
Malone, Mary White and Andy jones found 
ourselves under one roof in a duplex that had at 
one time been a station house on a rail line out 
of London. It didn't seem extraordinary at the 
time, but upon reflection, it's incredible how we 
all fit into what was a very small house with two 
small bedrooms. Andy told me that he slept in a 
space under the stairs. And at times there were 
assorted other Newfoundlanders afoot in London 
who would drop by and often stay. And, to add 
to the mix, there was the added element of 
members of Lukey's Boat who were in London 
then being frequent visitors and sometimes 
rehearsing in the tiny living room. All in all, this 
minuscule railway house in Enfield, Middlesex, 
was a hubbub of activity in the summer of 1971, 
a veritable "Newfoundland Cultural Centre and 
Hostel." 
From the photographs, nobody seems to be 
"fading off the earth" for lack of nourishment, 
and, in fact most seem to be sporting what might 
be called "baby fat. " But in reality, there was very 
little disposable income and dessert often 
consisted of a Mars Bar very carefully cut into six 
or seven pieces, and the size of the slices was 
very carefully monitored by all present. We all 
smoked in those far-off times, 'Old Holborn' 
being the preferred tobacco, most likely because 
it was the cheapest. When the rolled cigarette 
was finished, the butt was simply tossed though 
the open window into the flower bed outside. In 
the not infrequent times when the tobacco ran 
out, one of us would be delegated to retrieve the 
discarded butts and they would be recycled. Andy 
and myself were recently musing that some of the 
tobacco could conceivably have made the rounds 
three or four times! Where was Health Canada 
when we needed it? 
This summer of 1971 was when I first met 
Andy. He was a friend of Greg's, and had come to 
London for a couple of months before taking up a 
teaching position in Ferryland in September. 
Andy, in fact, had had very little acting 
experience up to this point, but the kernels of his 
future career were certainly existent, as we all 
experienced frequently. There was only one 
comfortable armchair in the living room, which 
of course was highly coveted. If you were sitting 
in it and Andy thought he should be doing the 
same, he would come up behind you, grab the 
chair and rock it back and forth, all the while 
chanting "And the boat was wocking and the 
boat was walling", a la Sylvester and Tweetie 
Bird. He was relentless, and no matter how much 
resolve one had to hold your ground, Andy 
always won. This is one of the few specific 
memories that I have of life in the Station House 
in Enfield. I do, however, remember going, as 
does Andy, to a performance of Peter Brook's now 
famous and historical production of A Midsummer 
Night's Dream by the Royal Shakespeare 
Company.It was the first live theatre I'd ever 
seen. I couldn't have chosen a better 
introduction. 
Looking at the photographs now, I feel as if I'm 
looking at another person. I find it hard to 
conjure up what exactly I was feeling and 
thinking at the time. "Through A Glass Darkly" 
for sure. Although we all thought that we were 
world-wise and mature and 'knew it all', we were 
in fact full of "piss and vinegar", barely out of 
childhood and abroad in one of the oldest and 
largest metropolises in the world. Everyone 
looked so young, and we were. 
The one photograph that leapt out of the pack 
at me was a group shot taken in the building 
supply yard next door to the house. The 
remarkable thing about this photo is that here in 
one brief click of the shutter, the core group of 
Continued on page 25 ... 
Greg Malone, Andy Jones. 
Andy Jones. 
Greg Malone. 
Group shot: (front) Carol McGrath, Derek Pelley, Ronnie Tilley; 
(middle) Neil Bishop, Sarah Troyer, Andy Jones, Bryan 
Hennessey, Greg Malone, Sandy Morris; (back) White. 
Photos courtesy B. Hennessey. 
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ARTICLE 
Allan M. Fraser's 
''HISTORY OF THE 
PARTICIPATION BY NEWFOUNDLAND 
IN WORLD WAR II'' 
BY PETER NEARY AND MELVIN BAKER 
Thomas Wood. Harbour, St. John's, Newfoundland. CWM 19710261-4875. Beaverbrook Collection of War Art© Canadian War Museum 
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THE SECOND WORLD WAR LIFTED 
NEWFOUNDLAND AND LABRADOR OUT OF THE 
GREAT DEPRESSION OF THE 1930S AND 
FOSTERED IMPRESSIVE SOCIAL CHANGE IN 
WHAT WAS THEN STILL A SEPARATE COUNTRY. 1 
WHEN THE WAR STARTED, NEWFOUNDLAND 
(THE PRESENT-DAY PROVINCE ONLY BECAME 
NEWFOUNDLAND AND LABRADOR IN 2001) WAS 
BEI NG GOVERNED BY A BRITISH-APPOINTED 
COMMISSION OF GOVERNMENT. THIS SYSTEM 
HAD BEEN IN EFFECT SINCE 16 FEBRUARY 1934 
AND HAD BEEN FORCED ON THE THEN 
DOMINION OF NEWFOUNDLAND BY A DEEP 
FINANCIAL CRISIS BROUGHT ON BY WORLD 
ECONOMIC EVENTS FOLLOWING THE WALL 
STREET CRASH OF 29 OCTOBER 1929. INSTEAD 
OF AN ELECTED LEGISLATURE AND CABINET, 
NEWFOUNDLAND HAD A GOVERNOR AND SIX 
COMMISSIONERS, THREE FROM 
NEWFOUNDLAND AND THREE FROM THE 
UNITED KINGDOM - BUT ALL APPOINTED BY 
LONDON, WHICH PROVIDED AN ANNUAL 
GRANT-IN-AID TO ALLOW HARD-PRESSED 
NEWFOUNDLAND TO BALANCE ITS BOOKS. THE 
COMMISSION HAD BOTH LEGISLATIVE AND 
EXECUTIVE AUTHORITY: IT COULD BOTH MAKE 
LAWS AND CARRY THEM OUT. BUT IT WAS 
ACCOUNTABLE NOT TO THE NEWFOUNDLAND 
ELECTORATE BUT TO THE BRITISH PARLIAMENT. 
AFTER 1934 THE COMMISSION TRIED VARIOUS 
MEANS TO REVIVE THE ECONOMY, BUT IN THE 
SPRING OF 1939 THERE WERE AS MANY 
PEOPLE ON RELIEF IN THE COUNTRY (ROUGHLY 
ONE-THIRD OF THE ENTIRE POPULATION) AS 
THERE HAD BEEN IN THE SPRING OF 1934. 
THANKS TO WARTIME DEVELOPMENTS, 
HOWEVER, ALL THIS SOON CHANGED. 
B ecause of its constitutional relationship with the United Kingdom through the Commission of Government, Newfoundland 
went to war on 3 September 1939 when the 
British went to war (King George VI declared war 
on behalf of Canada a week later). The 
commission responded to the emergency by 
passing, on 1 September, An Act for the Defence of 
Newfoundland, the Newfoundland equivalent of 
the Canadian War Measures Act. A defence plan 
had been adopted in 1936 and, in keeping with 
this, legislation was passed in October 1939 to 
create the Newfoundland Militia, later renamed 
the Newfoundland Regiment and augmented by 
an Auxiliary Militia or Home Guard. In the First 
World War Newfoundland had recruited a 
regiment and sent it overseas - at great human and 
financial cost. Eventually, the divisive policy of 
conscription had to be introduced to maintain the 
war effort. In 1939 the commission set out in a 
very different direction. This time Newfoundland 
would contribute by acting to defend its own 
territory and by directing volunteers into the 
British forces. 
The largest group of Newfoundlanders and 
Labradorians to serve in uniform with the British 
went into the Royal Navy, but many others found 
their way into service in units identified with 
Newfoundland in the Royal Artillery and the 
Royal Air Force. When the atomic bomb was 
exploded above Nagasaki, Japan, on 9 August 
1945, one survivor was John Ford, a 
Newfoundlander who had volunteered with the 
RAF and was now a prisoner of war labouring at 
the Mitsubishi naval dockyard. Eventually, Canada 
was also allowed to recruit in Newfoundland and 
found many enlistees, both male and female, for 
its fighting forces. Interestingly, the largest single 
group of Newfoundlanders to go overseas during 
the Second World War did not go in uniform, but 
as members of the Newfoundland Forestry Unit, 
recruitment for which was started by the 
Commission of Government, at British request, in 
October 1939. Members of this unit worked 
mainly .in Scotland and their experience paralleled 
that of Canadian foresters, who did serve in 
uniform. Altogether, more than 12,000 
Newfoundlanders served abroad in one form or 
another during the war (the 1945 population of 
Newfoundland and Labrador was 321,819). 
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At the same time thousands of Allied 
servicemen and women were stationed in 
Newfoundland and Labrador. Early in the war the 
Commission of Government concluded that it 
could not from its own resources defend the vital 
military installations in the country, especially the 
Newfoundland Airport at what is now Gander 
and the seaplane base at Botwood. These facilities 
had been built in the late 1930s by Newfoundland 
and the United Kingdom in connection with 
experimental flights aimed at the introduction of 
transatlantic air service. From 1940 the British, 
now fighting for their own survival, were likewise 
compromised in relation to the defence of 
Newfoundland. Accordingly, Canada was invited 
to send forces to Newfoundland to meet an urgent 
need. Understanding that her own defence was 
closely tied to that of her eastern neighbour, 
Canada readily agreed and Canadian forces 
arrived at the Newfoundland Airport on 16 June 
1940. Canada then ran this strategically located 
facility, which, from November 1940 onwards, 
was a key base for ferrying aircraft produced in 
North America to the United Kingdom. 
Subsequently, Canada built airbases at Torbay 
(site of the present-day St. John's airport) and, to 
assist in the ferrying operation, at Goose Bay, 
Labrador. From 1941 Canada operated a naval 
base at St. John's on behalf of the Royal Navy. 
Included among the Canadian forces who went to 
Newfoundland and Labrador during the war were 
six war artists - Thomas Harold Beament, Frank 
Leonard Brooks, Albert Edouard Cloutier, Paul 
Alexander Goranson, George Campbell Tinning, 
and Thomas Charles Wood - who left behind 
them a stunning visual record (now part of the art 
collection of the Canadian War Museum) of their 
country's diverse, extensive, and costly military 
effort there, on land, sea, and in the air. 
Canadians were soon followed to 
Newfoundland by even larger numbers of 
American forces. In September 1940, the United 
Kingdom promised the United States base sites for 
99 years in a number of its transatlantic territories 
in exchange for 50 used destroyers. This 
arrangement is known to history as the 
"destroyers for bases" agreement, but in the case 
of Newfoundland and Bermuda the Americans 
were permitted to establish themselves "freely and 
without consideration." A visiting American party 
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led by Admiral J. L. Devers eventually chose sites 
at St. John's, Argentia, and Stephenville. The full 
details of the American occupation of the 
properties thus acquired were spelled out in the 
Anglo-American leased bases agreement of 27 
March 1941. Newfoundland was represented in 
London in the talks leading to this agreement by 
Commissioner for Justice and Defence L.E. 
Emerson, a Newfoundlander; and Commissioner 
for Finance John N. Penson, a Scot. The 
Americans bargained hard and obtained sweeping 
jurisdictional rights. By contrast, Canada had 
undertaken expensive wartime commitments in 
Newfoundland without any such general long-
term agreement. The difference was striking, 
though in 1944, following protracted 
negotiations, Ottawa was able to extract a 99-year 
lease to the Goose Bay site. 
In an age of air and submarine warfare, 
Newfoundland and Labrador were strategically 
located and the presence of so many Canadian 
and American forces in the country acknowledged 
this reality. In truth, Newfoundlanders and 
Labradorians had front-row seats for the war and 
in particular witnessed first-hand the battle for 
control of the North Atlantic. 1942 brought an 
especially grim toll to the region - the USS 
Truxtun and the USS Pollux were lost near St. 
Lawrence; there were two submarine raids near 
Bell Island, Conception Bay, with the loss of four 
merchant ships and many lives; the passenger 
ferry Caribou was torpedoed in the Cabot Strait 
with many more casualties; and 99 people lost 
their lives in a fire at the Knights of Columbus 
hostel in St. John's. These were sombre 
developments that transfixed the country. Many 
years later, long after the war was over, it became 
known that Germans had landed on the coast of 
Labrador and established an automatic weather 
station. If the war brought prosperity to 
Newfoundland, it also brought anxiety, 
destruction, and death. 
Initially, the Commission of Government 
believed that wartime expenditures would 
necessitate retrenchment in its development 
plans, but in practice recruitment for service 
abroad and Canadian and American base 
construction at home touched off the biggest 
economic boom Newfoundland had ever known. 
By 1942 Newfoundland was enjoying full 
employment and in the process making interest-
free loans to the British, on whom it had 
previously relied for financial a~sistance. In 
becoming "a garrison country," Newfoundland 
had left behind the hard times of the 1930s and 
entered a new phase in its history. Writing from 
booming St. John's through the war years, United 
States Consul General George Hopper provided 
his Washington superiors with ripe commentary 
on the transformation of Newfoundland, while 
Governor Sir Humphrey Walwyn observed in 
1943 that Newfoundlanders were "dazzled by 
3 
American dollars, hygiene and efficiency." In 
1944 Walwyn reported that the Americans were 
contributing "much towards the modernization of 
Newfoundland building, architecture, 
communications systems, and the art of better 
4 
and more comfortable living generally." 
The rising economic tide in Newfoundland 
heralded the end of British rule there. 
Understanding that wartime prosperity in 
Newfoundland would make political adjustment 
unavoidable, the British acted decisively to direct 
the process of change. In 1942 Deputy Prime 
Minister Clement Attlee of the United Kingdom 
made a brief visit to St. John's and in 1943 the 
British sent a parliamentary mission to 
Newfoundland. The mission toured the country 
and helped keep the political temperature down. 
In December 1943 the British promised that at the 
end of the war in Europe they would provide the 
Newfoundland people with machinery whereby 
they could decide their own constitutional future. 
Newfoundlanders and Labradorians would decide 
- but the British would decide how they would 
decide. This development set the stage for the 
1949 union of Newfoundland with Canada, an 
outcome facilitated by the wartime interaction of 
the two countries. Constitutionally, as in so much 
else, the changes brought on by the Second World 
War were lasting and fundamental. 
Anticipating events, on 18 October 1939 the 
Secretary of State for the Dominions instructed 
governments under his authority to take 
immediate steps "to ensure that the essential 
material required for a history of the war" was 
"collected and preserved in a convenient form." 5 
Specifically, the governments circularized, 
including that of Newfoundland, were asked to 
submit quarterly reports "summarizing the more 
important events, decisions, etc., taken ... during 
the period under review." These reports were to 
cover not only "actual warlike events ... but any 
measures taken as regards internal security (e.g., 
the internment or release of enemy aliens) and 
any important war economic measures 
introduced." So rapid was the pace of change in 
Newfoundland that the Commission of 
Government found it impossible to comply with 
this request in the manner specified, but in 
November 1942 it appointed Allan M. Fraser, 
professor of history and political science at 
Memorial University College, to write a history of 
6 
the country's war effort. His job would be "to 
compile a digest suitable for transmission to the 
Secretary of State, and, later, a more expanded 
account with a view to publication in book form, 
after the close of hostilities, of a complete History 
7 
of our War effort." Fraser was given access to 
government records, paid $2 per hour for his 
efforts, and had as his first task the writing of an 
8 
account of events to 31 December 194 2. In 
connection with this work he visited the 
Newfoundland Airport at Gander (where he met 
with Squadron Leader Harold A.L. Pattison, the 
Commission of Government's agent there), and 
interviewed "representatives of unofficial bodies 
such as the Women's and Men's Patriotic 
Associations, the Red Cross, etc." 
In February 1944 Commissioner for Home 
Affairs and Education H.A. Winter reported that 
Fraser was preparing his final draft on the period 
September 1939-December 1942 and would 
thereafter move on to an account of what had 
happened in 1943. His pending report, Winter 
noted, was required by London and would "also 
form the basis for a History of Newfoundland's 
War Effort" towards which the Great War 
Veterans' Association was preparing and which 
9 
public opinion would "ultimately demand." To 
10 
the end of 1943, Fraser's billing totaled $2,376. 
The ultimate result of his research and writing for 
the Commission of Government was a manuscript 
entitled "History of the Participation by 
Newfoundland in World War II." Handwritten 
drafts by Fraser are now in the collection of his 
papers at The Rooms Provincial Archives Division 
(MG286), St. John's, along with a typescript of the 
entire work. There is also a typewritten copy in 
Continued on page 40 ... 
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DR. CLUNY MACPHERSON LIVED HERE 
BY TIM MARSH 
Years ago when I was living in 
Ireland I took a stroll through 
downtown Dublin. It was a very 
nice day by Irish standards and I 
walked for many hours and blocks 
and finally took a break on the 
front steps of a rather ordinary 
residence. 
fter a while I looked up at the door and 
spotted a humble gold placard notifying me 
that I was sitting on the front steps of Bram 
Stoker's former home. It was quite a shock to 
incidentally visit the house of the author of 
Dracula and the biggest figure in vampire lore 
minus Vlad the Impaler himself, but an even 
bigger surprise to suddenly encounter such a 
celebrity luridness on an otherwise bright and 
jaunty walkabout. 
Dr. Cluny Macpherson Lived Here is what it says 
on the monument plaque attached to the gated 
entrance of 65 Rennie's Mill Road. It's important 
historical info because Dr. Macpherson did 
something especially notable in life: he invented 
the gas mask. The gas mask, as we know, is an 
apparatus designed to protect the soft tissues of 
the face and lungs from ghastly airborne science. 
Science comes up with new inhalable poisons and 
the gas mask filters the poisons from the air like a 
very handy device against the fruits of progress. 
Early last spring when we had our first truly 
beautiful day of the year in Newfoundland I went 
for a walk around St. John's to see how the city 
wore the blue style of the sky and whether 
sunlight and burgeoning plant-life made any 
difference in the city's poetry, and of course it did. 
I walked for many blocks and hours and then I 
got tired and indiscriminately stopped to rest at 
the entrance of the large landmark home of Dr. 
Macpherson. 
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I breathed the spring air. 
I read the commemorative plaque. 
Then I sat against the gate and watched the 
rollick of life in Bannerman Park: the pasty 
shirtless hippies playing Frisbee in the grass; the 
sunbathing girls with balls of white light shining 
from the tops of their bare shoulders; the merry 
dogs. 
After a while three girls appeared in the park. 
The girls sat together in the grass and took off 
their sandals. They stretched their legs in the sun 
and talked a little while about the things girls talk 
about. The breeze strolled through their hair like 
a tourist. 
Suddenly the girls started doing cartwheels. 
The cartwheels were very bad and the girls were 
very excited about it. They challenged each other 
to a bad cartwheel race. They started the race side 
by side and then immediately collided and fell on 
top of one another in a heap of 
squeals and buffed 
unblemished limbs. They 
stuffed fistfuls of grass down 
each other's shirts. They 
mashed the grass in to each 
other's hair. Then one of the 
girls took a blanket from her 
purse and they all plopped on 
Soft sun on 
blue sky, 
city girls on 
summer 
blankets. 
top of it, heaving, catching their breath in the 
crown of that afternoon. 
It was a strange thing to witness from the home 
of such a critical figure in the history of man's 
inhumanity to man. I sat there for a long time 
wondering how many of those desperate young 
men in Europe, nearly a century ago, had 
strapped Macpherson's bleak invention over their 
faces and, gasping in rotten fog banks, clutched to 
their breasts the same kind of memory I was 
making now: cool breeze on green grass, soft sun 
on blue sky, city girls on summer blankets, 
breathless but delighted. ~ 
Timothy L. Marsh is a poet and essayist who splits his 
time between Canada and the US. 
UNRE UITED DEATH 
Helen Gregory 
Curated by Lisa Moore 
The Rooms, December 4, 2009 - May 16, 201 0 
#1 WITH CURATOR LISA MOORE 
NQ. You contributed an essay, Unrequited 
Death: The Anarchy of the Collector, to the 
exhibition catalogue. How do you describe 
Helen Gregory's work? 
LM: It is very intellectually-driven, as well as 
sensually-driven. This [Giant Squid, acrylic on 
canvas, triptych, 2009] is the giant squid that is 
in. the holdings of the Museum, and there are 
crows here [Crow Funeral I, II, acrylic on canvas, 
2006], the remnants of crows, and I think there's 
a kind of mythic quality to the specimens that 
she's chosen. The crow is a kind of fairy tale 
figure, it can speak, it's a kind of a whisperer of 
fate, it's a collector too, it steals things. The squid 
in certain ways looks phallic, there are also 
vaginal images in there: it's threatening, and yet 
flesh-toned; it's dead but it's got the blush of flesh. 
There's a kind of decadence about the 
background, it's Victorian, copper and gold and 
its very rich and the colours are intense. 
I'm interested in the scale as well. I sat with the 
works when they were uncrated in a small room 
and thought about them as material objects. 
Sometimes they're depicting very small things, 
like a rose or a sparrow, but they're blown up to 
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the size of a small child. I thought about how the 
scale changes the meaning of the work and how 
they're very feminine [in] the elaborate 
decoration, and the decoration is like Victorian 
wallpaper, so it references the domestic. And then 
there are roses, the quintessential romantic 
symbol, but they're desiccated, they are 
metaphorically heavy, [and] somewhat 
anatomical. 
Because the brushwork is so fine they demand 
that you get up close and intimate with tl1em, but 
at the same time they're about death and decay, a 
taboo subject~ we're not supposed to touch these 
things, we're not supposed to be near them. 
These images are glossed over, too. Helen is a 
collector, of bones, small carcasses, shells. There's 
a kind of gloss that reminds me of the glass over a 
museum artifact. It's about preservation, too, and 
memory. These are ephemeral objects but they're 
preserved and they can't go beyond that 
preservation. 
NQ. Would you like to pick one piece and 
really go into it closely? 
LM. OK. Let's talk about Blue Tanagers [acrylic 
on canvas, 2008]. The birds have the tags that 
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they were labeled with, and the tags are hand-
written, so we really have a sense of how old 
they are. And tl1ey're stamped by the National 
Museum. And Helen has copied the 
handwriting, and handwriting is a signature 
and a sign of authenticity. The handwriting 
itself is kind of antiquated, careful. Some of 
the tags are fading. There's a whole reference in 
all of those details to what goes on in 
1nuseu1ns and how things are stored, collected, 
categorized. Each of these birds is from slightly 
different places. Brazil, Peru. So they're 
brought together, displayed together. Birds 
migrate anyway and here they seem to have 
n1igrated in death. There's a submission or 
stillness that goes against what a bird is, that it 
can fly, that it's fast, that it moves quickly. 
The scale of the painting is a human scale, if 
I spread by arms and legs it's the size of me. 
NQ. The colours are good enough to eat. 
LM. So lush, which again goes against the idea of 
death, because in death everything fades and 
becomes pale and colour drains away. But not 
when it's been preserved. 
#2 WITH VISUAL ARTIST HELEN GREGORY 
NQ. Can we look more closely at Giant 
Squid? 
HG. The squid has been around for a really long 
time. This is something I went to see when I was 
a kid. It was found by Fred Aldrich. Nathalie 
Djan-Chekar, the Curator of Natural History [at 
The Rooms Provincial Museum] said, 'We're 
doing some conservation on the squid, if you 
want to come and take a look at it.' It was on blue 
tarpaulin; I took a bunch of photographs, and in 
this panel that [the background] is the tarpaulin, 
ifs not drapery, and then I had it morph into this 
more patterned background, which for me 
references old maps. The tarpaulin was blue; to be 
honest I tend to not be that interpretive. I take 
photographs. I try to be scientific in my attempt 
for accuracy. I end up being accurate to my 
photographs. 
NQ. When did the elements of the specimens 
and the furnishings [the exhibition includes 
cabinets holding displays] come in? 
HG. I'd thought of Victorian interiors from the 
beginning, not just referencing things, like the 
Victorian wallpaper. And I began to think of the 
idea of a house museum, because I was reading 
about the Freud Museum. 
NQ. You would think that a dead rose or a 
dead bird would be icky, but the way you 
treat them they're so luxurious. Where does 
this sensibility come from? 
HG. I don't think it comes from anywhere. I've 
always been interested in picking things up, I've 
never been squeamish about picking things up. A 
bird's skull. Things that I found. I could always 
see the beauty in things that I found. Scientists, 
Victorian scientists, contemporary scientists aren't 
grossed out by things. Dead things. Decay. 
Transitional things. 
NQ. But a scientist wouldn't put it against 
such an ornate background and bring in 
these luscious, lustrous colours. 
HG. No. (laughing) That's what makes me an 
artist. 
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Newfoundlanders and Labradorians are no strangers to military service and 
engagement in war. In the General Protestant Cemetery there are reminders of 
one of the consequences of armed conflict - memorials to the dead. Those who 
have died overseas, and are buried in cemeteries near where they fell, may be 
remembered on individual or family headstones in the cemetery. In some 
instances the Commonwealth War Graves Commission ( CWGC) has placed the 
individual headstones in the cemetery, readily recognizable by their design. 
Usually made of Portland stone, the headstones are rectangles with rounded tops. 
Most are inscribed with a cross, except for those deceased known to be atheist or 
non-Christian. Reflecting the Commission's mission to respect the theme of 
common sacrifice and equal honour in death, the headstones show only the 
national emblem or regimental badge, rank, name, unit, date of death and age of 
each casualty. There is no distinction made on ac~ount of military or civil rank, 
race, or creed. In addition to these personal remembrances, there is a Cross of 
Sacrifice that was originally placed in the cemetery as a tribute to those who died 
in the First World War while serving the Commonwealth. This cross is now seen 
as a memorial to those who died in the Second World War as well. Designed by 
the architect Sir Reginald Blomfield for the CWGC, the structure is a stone cross 
with a downward pointing sword on its face. 1 While most of these memorials 
concern the first and second world wars, there is at least one headstone to a 
soldier, john Cowan, who died in the American Civil War. 2 
egardless of the war in which the men died, 
these are tributes to Newfoundlanders, 
mostly men of St. John's. But what of 
personnel of foreign services who died while in 
Newfoundland?3 There are at least two such men, 
Adriaan van der Neut and Harold Stanley Wooding, 
who are remembered in the General Protestant 
Cemetery. How did these sailors, one a Dutchman, 
the other an Englishman, happen to be interred in 
this cemetery? In order to place the answer to this 
question into context we need to take a brief look 
at what was happening in the world at the time, 
and specifically in the Atlantic Ocean. The time was 
1940-1941. Europe was engaged in World War II 
and the Battle of the Atlantic was playing out off 
Newfoundland's shores. 
Battle of the Atlantic 
Called the "longest battle in history," the Battle of 
the Atlantic was the Allies' struggle to keep supply 
lines open across the Atlantic. The Allied forces 
needed food, gas and oil, weapons, ammunition, 
tanks, trucks, troops, and raw materials and the 
work of ferrying these supplies fell to the merchant 
marine vessels of the Allied and free nations who 
travelled as independents or in convoys from the 
Americas to Britain. Either way, these ships were at 
the mercy of the German U-boats that patrolled the 
shipping routes so the British and Canadian navies 
provided escorts. In the early years of the war, the 
primary threat to ocean shipping was from German 
surface ships with U-boats providing support. 
However, as the war progressed and the Germans 
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realized the effectiveness of the U-boats, their use 
increased. Between the fall of France in June 1940 
and the end of that year, U-boats, supplemented by 
mines, aircraft and surface ships, managed to sink 
three million tons of Allied shipping. At the end of 
1940, Admiral Karl Donitz, commander of the U-
boat forces, introduced the "wolfpack" tactic in 
which a group of submarines would surface and 
attack at night. This tactic further threatened 
shipping because it reduced the usefulness of 
ASDIC (an early form of sonar) that the Allies had 
used to detect, and thus avoid, the submerged 
submarines. 
Convoys consisted of one or more merchant 
ships sailing under the protection of one or more 
warships. Merchant ships travelling from the 
Western Atlantic would assemble at designated 
ports, receive their sailing instructions from the 
Commodore in charge of the escort and then 
proceed to their destinations in the Eastern 
Atlantic. Each convoy was given an alpha/numeric 
code which indicated the port of assembly and 
which convoy they were chronologically. For 
instance HX 90 indicated the 90th convoy from 
Halifax4 to the United Kingdom. Ships might join 
this convoy at which point their original 
designation would change to that of the convoy 
they were joining - BHX 90 would indicate a 
convoy which had started in Bermuda with the 
intent of joining HX 90 at sea. Travelling in a 
convoy was no guarantee of safe arrival at one's 
destination. From the beginning of the war to the 
end (1939-1945), there were 377 HX convoys. Of 
the 17,7 44 ships in these convoys, 206 were lost, 
most of the losses occurring in 1940-194 3 when 
the German U-boat strength was at its peak and 
before the Allies were able to build up their navies 
and improve their anti-submarine technology. 
It was during the early years of this period that 
Adriaan van der Neut and Harold Stanley 
Wooding would play out their roles in the Battle 
of the Atlantic. 
Adriaan van der Neut (1920-1940)5 
Adriaan van der Neut died on December 28, 
1940. He was 20 years old. At the time of his 
death, he was an able bodied seaman serving on 
the Dutch merchant marine vessel Stadt 
Maasluis6 which had been harboured in St. 
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John's since November 29. 
It has been easier to find information about the 
Stadt Maasluis, than to find personal information 
on Neut. We know that he was born in 
Zevenhoven, a small town in the province of 
South Holland, on November 29, 1920.7 His 
records indicate that his military status was K.V. 
(Kart verband) or "short service," a designation 
used by the Dutch military during the 
mobilization of Holland in September 1939. From 
this we can surmise that he was in the merchant 
marine at that time and may have already been on 
the Stadt Maasluis. 
In 1940 the Netherlands had an army which was 
impressive on paper but which was poorly armed 
and not trained in modern warfare. Their navy 
was modern but small and most of it was stationed 
in the Pacific to defend the Netherlands East 
Indies. The country, officially a neutral nation, had 
not been at war with another state since 1815 and 
had been assured by Adolf Hitler that its 125 years 
of neutrality would be respected.8 But that ended 
at 3:00am on May 10, 1940 when German forces 
invaded the country. The Dutch resisted as best 
they could; however, on May 14 General H. G. 
Winkelman, commander of the army and navy, 
ordered the forces to lay down their arms. Queen 
Wilhelmina managed to escape from the country 
and set up a government-in-exile in London. This 
government was able to secure most of the 640 
ships in the Dutch merchant marine including the 
Stadt Maasluis. These ships, along with the naval 
forces that were in the Pacific or had managed to 
escape capture, would provide valuable support in 
the Allied effort. 
The Stadt Maasluis was operated by Halcyon-
Lijn (Rotterdam). She had been built in 1918 for 
the British Shipping Controller for use in the war 
but never saw service. In 1919 she was sold to the 
Glen Line (London) and in 1937 she became part 
of the Halcyon fleet. Halcyon was a freight 
shipping company that operated mainly on the 
Plata River in Argentina, in the Mediterranean, 
and on the Black Sea. During World War II the 
Stadt Maasluis saw some service around the 
British Isles, but was mainly involved in trade 
from the Caribbean to Engla!ld. Although she 
sometimes sailed as an independent ship, she was 
more often part of a convoy. 
Adriaan van der Neut had begun what was to be 
his last voyage in Bermuda on November 19, 
1940. Carrying a cargo of scrap steel, the Stadt 
Maasluis was part of convoy BHX 90 on its way to 
join convoy HX 90. Convoy BHX 90 was 1nade up 
of three escort ships and 22 merchant ships which 
~rere carrying various cargoes including \vheat, 
sugar, timber, bauxite, and rum. HX 90 left 
Halifax on November 21 with ll ships in convoy. 
On November 23 five ships from Sydney joined 
the convoy. The addition of the Bermuda section 
on November 24 brought the number of ships to 
49 - only 18 would complete the voyage together. 
According to Commander V P. Alleyne's report of 
November 23, the weather was "dirty" and 
remained so for the rest of the voyage. Eleven 
ships lost touch with the convoy and returned to 
Halifax, Sydney, or, in the case of the Stadt 
Maasluis, to St. John's. Thirteeng of the remaining 
ships were sunk or damaged in a U-boat attack 
that started on December l and continued 
through December 3. 10 The Stadt Maasluis arrived 
in St. John's on November 29 and remained there 
until January 23, 1941. 
During the U-boat attack casualties on the Allied 
ships were high- on the sunken ships at least 291 
lives were lost and there would have been other 
deaths on the ships that survived the attack. 
Leaving the convoy may have saved the lives of his 
shipn1ates, but death \\7as soon to be Neut's fate 
although not at sea and not as a result of con1bat. 
Shipboard accidents and illness also accounted for 
1nany deaths, and Adriaan van der Neut died of 
pneu1nonia in St. Clare's Hospital on December 28, 
1940. His funeral took place, by motor hearse, on 
December 3011 from Carnell's Mortuary Roo1ns. 12 
Harold Stanley Wooding (1920-1941) 13 
Harold Stanley Wooding was born just 18 days 
before Adriaan van der Neut on November 11, 
1920 and died just six months after him. Indeed 
there are other similarities in their lives. Both 
were born in small towns, both went to sea, and 
both came to their final resting place in St. John's. 
While it is improbable that they ever met, they 
both had important roles as protector and 
protected in the Battle of the North Atlantic. 
Wooding was the second youngest of ll 
children born to Arthur and Annie Wooding in 
Snodland, a s1nall town in the county of Kent, 
England located on the River Medway. Arthur 
Wooding was the captain of a wind-powered barge 
that delivered cement to locations on the Medway. 
Annie, the model of a Victorian homemaker, 
managed to raise their large fan1ily in their small 
house. Around 1938, after his 18th birthday, Harold 
joined the Royal Navy. He was first posted to the 
HMS Pembrol?e, a shore training vessel in 
Chatham, also on the Medway, and was eventually 
assigned to the HMS Burnha1n as a stoker. 
Like the Stadt Maasluis, the destroyer Burnha1n, 
had originally been built to serve in \Vorld War I 
and as with the Stadt Maasluis she never saw 
action. Launched in April 1919 as the USS Aulicl?, 
she was held in reserve until being transferred to 
the Royal Navy under the UK/US Lend Lease 
Agreement in November 1940 and was 
commissioned on October 8, 1940 at Halifax 
before sailing to England for modifications. H She 
began escort duties in December 1940 as the HMS 
Burnha1n. In early 1941 Bu111ham began a series of 
escort voyages between Iceland and 
Newfoundland, moving in May 1941 to St. John's 
as part of the Newfoundland Escort Force (NEF). 15 
Harold would have been on the Burnham when 
she escorted 29 ships that had left Halifax on May 
10, 1941 as part of convoy HX 126. On May 19 a 
U-boat sighted the convoy and sank two ships 
before losing contact. On May 20 another U-boat 
found the convoy and in two approaches sank 
two ships and torpedoed another. During that 
evening, and over the next two days, more U-
boats arrived to engage in the operation against 
the convoy. Before contact was lost, nine ships in 
the convoy had been sunk, one U-boat had 
suffered damages, and the Burnha1n had picked 
up 87 survivors from the Allied ships. Lt. Cdr. 
John Bostock, commanding officer of HMS 
Burnham and senior office of the 12'11 Escort 
Group, reported on the events: 
May 21 
02:00 (about) - When screening on 
starboard bow of convoy a red flare was 
sighted. This proved to be from two boats and 
a raft with 35 survivors from SS Harpagus and 
Norman Monarch. These were picked up and 
station regained at 03:15. 
Continued on page 46 ... 
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ARTICLE 
OLD ROSSITER BY KEITH COLLIER 
Several years ago, my grandmother 
began compiling a detailed family 
tree. She spent hours in archives, 
searching for records of births, 
marriages, and deaths. When she 
was finished, the information she 
compiled ran to 29 single spaced, 
closely-typed pages, full of 
familiar Southern Shore names like 
Keating, Walsh, McCarthy, Johnson 
and Jackman, sometimes going 
back almost 300 years. Among the 
lists of names and life-events are 
stories of lost fortunes, young 
deaths, run-ins with the law, and 
many lost to the sea. 
ne of the names that figures prominently in 
my maternal family tree is Rossiter. One of 
my great-grandmothers was Ellen Rossiter, 
and the first sentences my grandmother wrote 
under the heading "Rossiter" are these: 
"Old Rossiter was supposed to have come 
directly from Ireland, and the story goes that he 
was ship's carpenter on the Victory with Nelson. 
Against everyone's advice he returned to the 
United Kingdom for a purse and was not heard of 
again. He probably arrived in the late 1700s or 
early 1800s ... some say his name was Jack and 
others say Tom." 
I found myself reading and re-reading these few 
sentences. Much of the family tree consisted of 
exhaustive lists of names and dates, rendered 
almost meaningless by their anonymity to me. 
But these few sentences conjured images of a 
hardy sailor, long voyages across the Atlantic 
under sail, and the smoke and noise of the great 
sea battles of the Napoleonic Wars. Old Rossiter. 
Maybe Jack, maybe Tom. Maybe neither. I was 
certain that this man, my great-great-great-great 
grandfather, had a story to tell. And why do we 
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pore over lists of ancestors long buried, if not to 
learn their stories, to try and understand the 
events that fixed them in some distant branch of 
the family tree, without which you would have 
never been born? 
I didn't know much about the Royal Navy at the 
turn of the 19th century. I knew about the Battle of 
Trafalgar, but few of the details. I suspected that 
the hundreds of history books about Nelson's 
Navy would say little about the sailors who 
manned the guns and handled the sails. There 
were something like 18,000 of them. How I 
would find Old Rossiter was a mystery. 
I started reading a bit about the Napoleonic 
Wars, and the great naval battles that inspired the 
books of Patrick O'Brien and C. S. Forester. The 
Battles of the Nile, Copenhagen, and Trafalgar 
seemed too much like myths to have really 
happened, spectacular stories born of British 
nationalistic expression. I quickly learned that 
tracing "Trafalgar Ancestors" is a cottage industry 
in Britain (perhaps born of the curious personal 
desires of people to connect themselves, however 
tenuously, with great events of the past), and the 
National Archives maintains an extensive online 
database of sailors and soldiers who fought at the 
Battle of Trafalgar. 
It seemed simple, then. Type "rossiter" into the 
National Archives' search engine and see what 
happens. Somewhere, among those 18,000 or so 
names, would be Old Rossiter, maybe Jack, maybe 
Tom. 
No records could be found for the details given. 
Please try again. 
It seemed heartbreaking that the story might 
not be true, but I was not about to let it go. I 
reread my grandmother's notes - they didn't say 
anything about Trafalgar, just that Rossiter was on 
the Victory with Nelson. Nelson was aboard the 
Victory from May 1803 until he was killed at 
Trafalgar on October 21, 1805. Was it possible 
that Rossiter had left the ship before Trafalgar? It 
didn't seem likely. From what I understood, the 
Royal Navy vrasn't in the habit of releasing 
seaman fron1 service at the time, although I didn't 
know enough about the career paths of Royal 
i 
Navy sailors to know for sure. 
I thought it more likely that this story, like all 
stories perhaps, was embellished, exaggerated 
over time. Who, then, was Old Rossiter? What 
part , if any, did he play in the Battle of 
Trafalgar? And what course brought him to 
Newfoundland afterwards, where he would 
appear, 200 years later, on the sheets of paper 
compiled by my grandmother? 
I expect I'll never know the answers to these 
questions. But after some time browsing the 
National Archives' database, I realized that it 
was possible that Rossiter could easily have an 
alternate spelling. I started searching names, 
Rositer, Rosseter, Rosster, until I found this: 
Thomas Rossetter aged 21 born in Wexford, 
Ireland 
Ship: HMS Conqueror 
Rating/Rank: Able Seaman 
Ship's pay book number: SB 4 78 
31 May 1805 
There's no way to be certain, of course, that this 
is the same man who came to Newfoundland. 
But the name and the details fit the story, and I 
can easily imagine how Thomas Rossetter, Able 
Seaman on the Conqueror at Trafalgar, became 
Old Rossiter, ship's carpenter on the Victory with 
Nelson. It's not much of a stretch for a 200-year-
old story. 
Yet this is a far from satisfactory end of the 
story of Old Rossiter. Where and when did he 
return to Ireland or England? For what purse 
exactly? And above all, what happened to him 
that he was never heard of again? Maybe the 
answers lie in the records of an old parish 
church in Wexford, or a letter lying forgotten in 
an archive somewhere. 
I found myself wondering who else was there 
that day off the coast of Spain. John Collier was 
killed in action at Trafalgar aboard the HMS 
Temeraire. Abraham Collier, a private of the 
marines, was aboard the HMS Conqueror with 
Thomas Rossetter. I imagine them meeting on 
deck some starlit night, telling stories to pass 
the time, the sails overhead straining in the 
vvind as the Conqueror slipped through the 
waves. ~ 
Keith Collier is a writer from Bay d'Espoir. 
.. . continued from page 11 
people are captured who, in a couple of years 
were to be the driving force in what came to be 
called by some Newfoundland's "Cultural 
Renaissance" of the mid-1970's, including key 
and founding members of CODCO, The 
Wonderful Grand Band. Figgy Duff and Red 
Island. Neil Bishop (with Claude Caines) would 
begin Newfoundland's first independent 
recording studio, Clade Sound Productions in 
Stephenville. Sadly missing from the 
photograph is Noel Dinn, who started Figgy 
Duff. He was probably in the kitchen looking in 
the fridge. 
Why this particular group of people ended up 
co-habiting in North London in 1971 is a matter 
of conjecture, and is probably best left to 
historians and biographers. But the fact remains 
that most went on (and continue) to be very 
influential in the Newfoundland Arts and Music 
Scenes. However, a remark by one of Andy's 
English friends, Tony Coulson, who visited with 
us at the time, may give a clue as to the nature of 
the beast. He said that he had never met a group 
of people who talked so much. And we certainly 
did! Ours was a generation born mostly post-
Confederation and brought up under the 
Canadian system and University-educated. 
We were certainly "60s" children, with all that 
that entails, living in absentia in London, far 
away from the apron strings of Newfoundland 
culture (and family). Perhaps as a group, by the 
process of our never-ending talking, we were 
able to see and appreciate more clearly who we 
all were and what was special that we could 
offer to the world at large. Whether we were 
part of the process that was to come or its 
progenitors is a totally subjective question. But 
I do know that in the summer of 1971, the boat 
was certainly "wocking and walling." 
People take pictures of each other, 
Just to prove that they really existed, 
Just to prove that they really existed. 
People take pictures of each other, 
And the moment to last them forever ... ~ 
Derek Pelley is a writer and musician in transit from 
West Dublin, Nova Scotia to St. John's. 
1 Credit for lyrics: Ray Davies, The Kinks, People Take 
Pictures of Each Other, 1968. 
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ARTICLE 
I WAS AN UNTIDY: The UNTO at Memorial 
sv SENATOR BILL ROMPKEY 
here are so many memories of the 
University Naval Training Divisions 
(UNTD or "Untidies" as we were 
nicknamed) in the 1950s: the thump of black 
polished boots in the drill hall at HMCS Cabot, 
Buckmaster's Field, the RCN Base in St. John's~ 
the parade square at Stadacona, the east coast 
Naval Base in Halifax~ the white war time cadet 
blocks at Naden on the west coast~ the barked 
command of the gold braided officer, slim and 
trim~ the smack of the rifle butt~ the boom and 
rattle of the drums and the sharp brassy 
trumpets of a Navy band leading the parade with 
"Heart of Oak"~ those tough Navigation exams 
with all their charts and compasses and course 
plotting~ beer in the Gunroom, the cadet mess~ 
Barrington Street, Halifax, crowded and noisy 
and down-at-heel on a Saturday night~ the bar of 
the Lord Nelson~ the shipboard pipe: "Camille's 
fish and chips now on the jetty!"~ the Navy 
Dockyard where grey frigates and minesweepers 
and tenders were tied up and waiting like a 
northern dog team~ the heaving deck of a ship 
plowing through the cold and menacing North 
Atlantic or the less cold and menacing Pacific~ 
the salt spray over the fo'c'sle~ the boom of the 
boffer gun~ cleaning the head (toilet)~ the White 
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Ensign flapping proudly in the wind~ the White 
Twist- the insignia of the UNTD. 
The UNTD at Memorial was a tender to HMCS 
Cabot. "Tender" is naval speak for an auxiliary 
vessel. We were part of Cabot, training on the 
nights that they trained, sharing quarters with the 
lower deck hands and the Wrens at Buckmaster's 
Field. Lt. Jim Carrol, RCN, the staff officer at 
Cabot, recruited at Memorial and shepherded his 
student charges through naval lore and procedure. 
Jim was a straightforward, tough, competent, and 
cheerful Newfoundlander who, through the 
roundabouts of fate, later found himself in the 
Dept. of Fisheries in Ottawa where Art May, one 
of his former cadets, was Deputy Minister. 
From the beginning each cadet, a Reserve 
officer in training, kept a journal which, the Navy 
said, "shall be produced at the selection board for 
promotion to the rank of Sub-Lieutenant RCN(R) 
and at the examination for promotion to the rank 
of Lieutenant". It was a record of our course 
lectures and a chance for us to express our 
innermost thoughts, or at least those we were 
willing to let the Term Lieutenant read. An early 
and innocuous entry in my first journal of 1955 
notes that at Memorial "apart from our regular 
Naval training curriculum, we engaged in friendly 
combat with the local Army contingent ( COTC) 
in basketball, volleyball, hockey and shooting. 
Army once more captured the Outerbridge Cup 
(donated for inter-service competition at 
Memorial). The annual UNTD-COTC ball was 
another joint success". 
For all of us the UNTD was a new and exciting 
experience no matter from what part of Canada we 
came. For those of us from Newfoundland and 
Labrador it was special. I was 13 when we joined 
Canada and 18 when I joined the Canadian Navy 
at Memorial. I had grown up in a venerable old 
seaport in a country to the east of Canada. During 
World War II I had experienced the naval vessels in 
the harbour from where the convoy escorts left as 
shepherds of the essential supplies and armaments 
bound for Europe. My generation was no stranger 
to the Navy. So it was perhaps natural that many of 
us undergraduates in the fifties were drawn to it. 
It was Canadians we didn't know. Most of us 
were meeting for the first time Canadians from all 
across the country. "My God," we said to each 
other, "they're just like ourselves; except they 
have these funny accents." Yet here they were 
from places we had scarcely heard of: Selkirk, 
Beaverdell, Murray Harbour, Waskana, Trois 
Rivieres, Red Deer, Elliott Lake, Windsor, and 
from universities we did not know well. 
To get to HMCS Naden, the premier Naval 
training base in B.C. where we were quartered 
during our second year, we had to travel Canada 
from coast to coast. We journeyed from the 
Maritimes to the sound of Mount Royal's chimes, 
past Ontario's towers and on to the lakes, the 
Prairies , the majestic splendour of the Rockies, to 
staid old Victoria on the Pacific coast. We learned 
of the "three ocean Navy" guarding a vast and 
rugged land and we knew we were the envy of 
our buddies in the Army, the Canadian Officers' 
Training Corps ( COTC) and the Air Force, the 
University Reserve Training Plan (URTP). We 
were experiencing something new, something 
special. The size of Canada, the shape of Canada, 
the sights and sounds of this new country caused 
a seismic shift in our psyches. We were 
Newfoundlanders. We never forgot who we were 
and in the Gunrooms, around the piano, it was 
our songs and our joie de vivre along with that of 
the Quebecers that got the cheerful, rowdy 
evenings started. The UNTD added a dimension 
to our lives, added length to our reach. In the 
UNTD we not only became reserve naval officers, 
we became Canadians. 
Others at Memorial had experienced this before 
us. Some, like Tom Cahill, went on to a 
distinguished career in media and the arts. Max 
House was an innovative head of Memorial's 
medical school and later Lieutenant Governor of 
the Province. Some, like Harry Steele, made the 
Navy a career before launching a most successful 
one in business. Of my generation, Art May went 
on to an outstanding career in public service and 
education. When he was Deputy Minister of 
Fisheries in Ottawa there were three other deputy 
ministers who had been Untidies. Our lockers at 
Stad were stacked alphabetically, so I was wedged 
between Clar Randell, who would later become 
Deputy Minister of Municipal Affairs, and Clyde 
Rose, who would found and lead Breakwater 
Books. Farther down the line was Graham Skanes 
who would become Dean of General and 
Continuing Studies at Memorial. Basil Moore 
made the Navy a career, rising to the rank of 
Commodore. All across the country there was, 
and is, a network of UNTDs who have made their 
mark in Canada: David Dodge, former Governor 
of the Bank of Canada; Michael Pitfield, former 
Clerk of the Privy Council; Bill Graham, former 
Minister of National Defence; Peter C. Newman, 
the eminent Canadian journalist and historian. 
Both those who stayed in the Navy and those who 
retired from it continued to support the RCN and 
to serve Canada. 
All of us had the same training: the barked 
command and sharp rebuke of the gnarled old 
Chief Petty Officer on the parade square, who 
could fit four letter words into the most unusual 
grammatical patterns. Technically we were officers 
in training; in reality we were the lowest of the 
low and at the very bottom of the Navy's food 
chain. So the CPO would very unsubtly march his 
black boots up one side of you and down the 
other but always indicate with delicious irony that 
technically - technically - you were his superior. 
"No, SIR, that's not your right; it's your left, SIR. 
You are the stupidest f- ing clot I have ever laid 
my weary eyes on, SIR." And yet, later in the bar, 
that same CPO revealed a heart of gold. There 
were lessons in semaphore and Morse Code and 
radar and gunnery; lessons in boat work and 
knots and navigation. We were exposed to foreign 
alcohol and foreign girls, a potentially toxic 
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combination. "Wakey, wakey, rise and shine!" 
came the pipe just as dawn was breaking and we 
were rudely rousted with a slap on the bottom of 
our hammocks, slung in the hot and crowded 
flats below deck. Then it was calisthenics on the 
rolling quarterdeck and, after breakfast, stations 
of the "watch" whether the sea was calm or 
whether the ship rolled in a strong nor'easter. We 
learned that a floor was a deck and that a wall 
was a bulkhead and that the toilet was a head 
where you cleaned up your own vomit. Sic glo1ia 
transit. We learned to take it. And those who did 
were stronger for it and more fit to take on 
leadership roles in the country. Some went on to 
careers in the Royal Canadian Navy. But all 
remembered their time with affection and were 
lifelong friends of the Navy and what it does for 
Canada and for the individual. 
We had just come through World War II, were 
aware of the Korean War and that the world had 
embarked on the Cold War. But it never entered 
our heads that we would ever be called on to 
actually fight. In the innocent and thoughtless 
abandon of youth we had joined the Navy for 
adventure, and to see the world. We were seeing 
it all right, sometimes in a semi-comatose state. 
Of course, there were other reasons for joining. 
We were paid for one night per week training at 
HMCS Cabot during the winter and paid and 
found (fed, clothed and housed) for three to four 
months in the summer including six weeks at sea. 
Engineers might join the summer survey party; 
but for an English major the Navy vvas a godsend, 
a sort of floating scholarship. 
My first sea time was out of Halifax on the old 
cruiser HMCS Quebec, at that time the second 
largest ship in the RCN after the aircraft carrier. I 
had joined the Navy to see the world - they sent 
me to Argentia! It was followed by Eastport, 
Maine; Charlottetown, PEl; the Magdalen Islands, 
Quebec; and Boston, Mass., all part of the round of 
diplomatic visits that the Canadian Navy follows. 
The cruise was packed with training from dawn to 
dusk. An old adage of the Navy admonishes hands; 
"if it moves, salute it; if it doesn't move, pick it up; 
if you can't pick it up, paint it." We painted and 
steered and fired and signaled and saluted our 
superiors, then enjoyed to the maximum the 
freedom and delights of shore leave. 
My next ship in 1956 was HMCS Digby, a 
minesweeper from World War II. It was a smaller 
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ship with a crew of about 70 where the esprit de 
corps was exceptional and the learning more 
personal and lasting. I remember sitting on a 
hatch cover with Able Seaman Channel learning 
my knots but also learning something about him 
and his family, whom he saw only sporadically. 
His time away fro1n home and the temptations of 
his shore leave put a severe strain on him and his 
family, the lot of many sailors both lower and 
upper deck. I remen1ber him vividly and the 
lessons he taught both technical and personal. We 
sailed out of HMCS Naden, the Navy Base near 
Victoria, B. C., to practical pilotage navigation in 
Nanoose Bay; thence to Prince Rupert; Portland, 
Oregon; and Vancouver. 
My third cruise in 1957 was on a frigate, HMCS 
Sussexvale, to Pearl Harbour; the Hawaiian 
islands, discovered by Capt. james Cook who had 
previously plumbed the depths of Newfoundland 
waters; and Monterey, California - Steinbeck 
country. So we did see a little of the world. 
Sadly, the progra1n, which had begun at 
Memorial in the fall of 1949, was terminated there 
and all across Canada in 1968. Sadly, because the 
country still needs university-trained leaders and 
the Navy Reserve still needs officers. In my 
generation there was a partnership between 
Canadian universities and the military. Memorial 
President Ray Gushue wrote: "We value the 
association with the UNTD and the contribution 
it is making towards character building and in 
other ways for students of this university". That 
partnership needs to be reborn. 
The UNTD was a special experience for us. We 
have not forgotten. We will never forget. Still today 
we are a network, a band with shared experiences 
from an impressionable time in our lives, most of 
us maintaining that network through the Naval 
Officers Association of Canada and through the 
UNTD Association of Canada. For us in the fifties 
it was an unforgettable period in our lives. We left 
to join the Navy as boys; we returned as men. We 
left as Newfoundlanders; we returned as 
Canadians. We left as carefree undergraduates; we 
returned knowing something of what leadership is 
all about. We moved on. But we never forgot. As 
Peter C. ~ewman put it, these were: "a few shining 
seasons in the youth of our lives". ~ 
Senator Bill Ron1pl~ey's 1nost recent booh, St. ] ohn's and 
the Battle of the Atlantic, was published by Flanher Press 
last yea~: 
Cadets with the University Naval Training Divisions. Photos courtesy of Senator Bill Rompkey. 
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ESSAY 
HOW NOT TO JOIN THE NAVY 
BY BOB HALLETT 
MORE THAN ONCE MY DESIRE FOR A MORE ROMANTIC LIFESTYLE HAS GOTTEN THE BETTER 
OF ME. GRAND SCHEMES PROPOSED, LUDICROUS ADVENTURES EMBRACED, UNLIKELY 
SCENARIOS TAKEN AT FACE VALUE- I AM A SUCKER FOR ALL OF THE ABOVE. PERHAPS IN 
MY YOUTH I JUST READ TOO MANY BOOKS. WHATEVER WAS THE CASE, I FIRMLY BELIEVED 
THAT I WAS DESTINED FOR A MORE EXCITING LIFE THAN ALL THE SURROUNDING EVIDENCE 
OF MY CHILDHOOD IN WEST-END ST. JOHN'S MIGHT HAVE SUGGESTED. 
I
n the mid-80s I decided that the military 
might be the answer to the ennui that seemed 
to be burying me. University life was far from 
exciting, and the grim local employment 
prospects were sending many a likely lad into the 
services. Let me be clear - there was no great 
patriotism or macho blood lust behind my 
decision. I did, however, remember well my 
father's exciting stories of his own exploits in the 
navy. And I was bored enough to do something 
crazy. 
I have never been over-fond of airplanes, 
turbulence and the like, so the air force was out 
right away. The army looked like a bit of a slog 
too, with all that marching about in the woods 
and KP duty and whatnot. Also, I knew a few 
guys who had signed up for the Army's ROTP 
program. None of them seemed that excited by 
the whole thing, unless spending your summers 
banging about the swamps of Gagetown, NB, in 
second-hand uniforms, shooting at imaginary 
enemies was what you considered romantic. That 
left the navy. 
Even with my new-found desire for a life at sea, 
I was not quite ready to stand before the mast, as 
it were. I decided to join the naval reserve first. If 
that worked out I figured I could always go full 
time. In those days the local reserve squadron ran 
a summer training program, mainly populated by 
students. After a summer of drill and basic 
training one would go on the lists full time, with 
boot camp already taken care of. If I showed some 
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aptitude, I could sign up for the officer training 
program, or just carry on as a regular sailor. If I 
hated it, I could bail after a few months, no worse 
off for the experience. This seemed like the ideal 
compromise, especially for a sworn commitment-
phobe like myself. 
Eventually the call came for my induction, and I 
showed up at the squadron's armory. A big part of 
the naval reserve experience centered around this 
building, which we all had to pretend was a real 
warship. The fact that it was perched on a hill in 
Pleasantville was neither here nor there. At the 
time I was sporting a huge mop of fluffy long red 
hair, a la Bono in his Unforgettable Fire days. That 
had to go, which was a sad loss indeed. It had 
taken me years to grow the pompadour, and I had 
endured many jibes along the way. My new 
military cut, as prepared with undue haste by the 
Family Barbershop on Water Street, left me 
looking like someone's mentally incapacitated 
cousin. The summer's Plan B, 'impress some girls', 
was instantly squashed. This was followed by the 
most thorough physical I have ever had, and the 
fitting of my uniform. All Canadian service people 
were still wearing the hated army greens in those 
days, and every effort was made to distinguish the 
navy. We had to wear itchy wool socks, special 
epaulets, and spend an inordinate amount of time 
molding our berets into a proper naval slouch. I 
was pretty thin in those days, but even then 
nothing came even close to fitting. This has been 
a complaint of soldiers since time immemorial, 
and I was no different. I was as awash in my 
trousers as I would be on the deck of a destroyer. 
Still, despite these hazards, I was immediately 
informed that I had attained the surprising rank 
of Able Seaman. 
The actual training was kind of interesting. 
Being shouted at constantly for our poor 
appearance and sloppy marching was a nuisance, 
but no surprise. Parade drill does not require 
much thought or perceptiveness, and I was as 
good or bad as everyone else. What did come as a 
shock was my utter uselessness at everything else 
naval. Knot work, sailing commands, rifle 
training, compass drill - all were lost on me. The 
jargon slipped right out of my head, and general 
military training went in one ear and out the 
other. Within days, if it wasn't obvious to my 
superiors, it was certainly obvious to me - I was 
not cut out to be a sailor. 
Once that possibility was off the table, I rather 
enjoyed the rest of my hitch. My comrades were 
brilliant, a bunch of people who for the most part 
were as unconcerned as I how much the DI 
bawled at them during inspection, or how bad 
they were at compass training. The handful who 
were serious about the military knew it, and we 
deferred to them as much as possible. The rest of 
us decided to cruise through the training, 
avoiding trouble as best we could. If some 
adventure cropped up, all the better. 
While excitement did arrive, it was not the sort 
I had been seeking. The highlight of the training 
session was supposed to be the sea trip, a day or 
two spent on the ocean acting as the crew for the 
squad's small patrol vessel. Knowing my 
propensity for seasickness, I took the precaution 
of downing a couple of Gravol before we left the 
harbour, even though such notions were frowned 
upon. A guy named Piercey* had not been so 
wary. We were no sooner past the narrows then 
he began barfing furiously, an event that 
continued pretty much non-stop until we docked 
in Bay Bulls, some hours later. He made such a 
mess on the wooden deck that at the height of his 
misery the Petty Officer hung a Sabey's bag 
around his ears and propped him up with his 
head stuffed out a porthole. Unfortunately for 
Piercey, after a short respite in Bay Bulls, we had 
to re-board the vessel for the steam back to St. 
1 ohn's. Despite his appeals to abandon the naval 
life then and there, back 
onto the boat he had to go. 
An hour into the return 
trip, he was in rough 
shape. Between retchings, 
we could hear him praying 
and crying for release. 
Every so often someone 
had to drag him into the 
bridge, force a bit of water 
The summer's 
Plan B, 
'impress some 
girls', was 
instantly 
squashed. 
down his throat, and then prop him back out the 
porthole again. It was a seriously low dignity 
moment for all concerned, and only an orange 
pill had prevented me from joining him in the 
puking and praying. It set me thinking- this 
lifestyle had the potential to really, really suck. 
It was a less exciting scrape that finally put me 
on the road back to shore. The chief feature of the 
early mornings was our flag-raising ceremony. 
This was elaborate, very solemn, and tightly 
choreographed. It also required a lot of bosun-
pipe whistling and a general buy-in to the whole 
make-believe ship thing, as our pretend ship's 
mast-cum-flagpole was firmly anchored on the 
front lawn. Myself and a few others were chosen 
for the ceremony on this cool and breezy day. I 
had the job of attaching the flag to the rope, and 
then another chap would hoist it up in brisk 
fashion when the correct command was issued. 
This simple ceremony had been long mastered by 
people who had actually been listening to the 
daily instructions. Such was not the case with my 
quartet, and we were a little nervous. Adding to 
our apprehension, just before we began the front 
door of the armory opened, and out strode the 
rarely seen Commanding Officer. He was a gnarly 
old navy man, holding the reserve command in 
semi-retirement. He was also a much tougher 
customer then the slumming university students 
who passed for our petty officers. The fact that we 
were just farting around with the military was 
plainly not a distinction he was prepared to make. 
And while we may have seen our term as a 
summer lark, we had still technically joined the 
navy, and he had the power to make our lives 
truly miserable. 
Anyway, as the appointed hour drew near, 
commands were shouted, and the flag raising 
began. The actual orders were supposed to be 
conveyed to us via a bosun's whistle, a piercing 
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naval mini-flute used to transmit orders. It was 
diabolically difficult to master, and the guy playing 
it that morning made a balls of it. Instead of the 
signal which would have started the process, he 
tooted the notes for 'attention', which was 
supposed to happen half-way through. Me and the 
guy with the ropes got a little confused, and he 
grabbed for the flag, which was my job, while I 
commenced hauling on his rope with great speed. 
The result was that the flag came loose at one end. 
Instead of sliding brightly up the pole, it bounced 
along the ground like a plastic bag on a windy day. 
This was a serious crime, which we quickly 
compounded when my fellow miscreant made a 
panicked grab for it. With brilliant timing I gave 
the rope a smart jerk. The result of these efforts, 
working at cross-purposes, was that instead of 
shimmying up the pole, the flag wrapped itself 
across the old commander's furious mug. To our 
astonished eyes it seemed to fetch him a couple of 
slaps, like a woman of the evening hitting 
someone with her glove, before we managed to get 
it back. The somber flag raising had now become a 
comedy, and those who did not fear for their lives, 
i.e. me, were instead biting their cheeks trying not 
to laugh. 
A moment's silence commenced as all hands 
reflected on the epic level of our stupidity, and 
the CO gathered steam. The lengthy invective 
that followed was quite colourful, and highly 
personal. For our sins we spent the next day 
polishing brass doorknobs, a job unique in its 
tedium and hopelessness. As soon as one got a 
handle polished to the PO's satisfaction, a 
snickering seaman would pull it open, smudging 
the finish and starting the whole process again. I 
spent hours squat by the men's room door 
engaged in this Sisyphean task. Crouched in the 
corridor of an imaginary ship in Pleasantville, 
pretending to be a sailor, dressed in the world's 
worst-fitting uniform, clutching a sodden rag, 
soaked in sweat and stinking of Brasso, one 
thing had become painfully clear: whatever else 
the military might be offering me, a life of 
adventure was not it. 
The romance was clearly and utterly dead. ~ 
Bob Hallett is a musician and writer. A collection of his 
essays will be published this year by Insomniac Press. 
*not his real name; I still see him around town once in a while. 
Riddle Fence is a Newfoundland-based 
journal of arts and letters, published three 
times yearly, that features some of the best 
poetry, fiction, non-fiction and artwork 
Subscriptions: $28 (CAN); 
on offer. And criticism--did we mention 
the incomparable style and erudition 
of our criticism? 
What you're likely to find between the 
covers: brilliance, innovation, that certain 
je ne sais quoi de sage-like insight that 
will blow away the doldrums. 
visit us online at www .. riddlefence.com 
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$30 (US) for three issues. Subscribe 
now and receive a copy of issue #I, 
the WANL anniversary issue, for free. 
Please send a cheque 
or money order to: 
Riddle Fence, PO Box 7092, 
St. John's, NL, A IE 3Y3 
or contact us at 
riddlefence@gmail.com 
for more information. 
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''You don't see what we do. ,, 
1.5% of the Canadian population are Newfoundlanders and Labradorians; they 
make up 8% of the Army and maybe 30% of the Navy. 
The NQ was recently invited aboard the HMCS Glace Bay for a Daysail, a few hours of impressive maneuvers 
just outside the St. John's Harbour. The Glace Bay is a Kingston Class Maritime Coastal Defence Vessel, 181 x 
37ft.; she and her sister ships are all named for Canadian cities and towns. 
She sails the Great Lakes and the Atlantic Seaboard down to Florida and the Caribbean, performing general 
operations, support for various festivals, training exercises, search and rescue missions, pollution control, and 
DFO hoardings (31 last year) among other duties. They were 180 days away from Halifax last year; very busy. 
The core crew numbers 31 to 4 7, and the ship's company is diverse, well educated, and young, 
predominantly under 25. 
While at sea some crew members stepped briefly away from their duties for a short roundtable. They were: 
Chief Petty Officer First Class Leroy Hearns 
Master Seaman Sonja McFadyen 
Leading Seaman Allison Murphy 
Lieutenant Commander Sidney Greene 
NQ: What are your civilian jobs? 
SLS: I'm a university lecturer and editor, an 
academic, an archeologist at MUN. 
SG: I'm a fulltime reservist, but even before 
the contract I worked with Detwiler, in the 
defence industry. I have a degree in 
commerce. 
SE: I'm a fulltime reservist right now. I was 
working with people with disabilities. 
LH: I know nothing but the military. I've been 
in since I was 18 years old. 
SLS: He's 82 now. 
LH: I'm 56. 
MK: I joined when I was 17. I'm 26. 
SM: I'm a student at MUN, Phys Ed. 
34 VOLUME 102 NUMBER 4 2010 
Petty Officer Second Class Sonya Elson 
Petty Officer Second Class Mike King 
LT (N) Shannon Lewis-Simpson 
AM: I'm a student as well, I'm going back to 
do my last year of social work. 
NQ: That's a lot of different backgrounds. 
What brought you together here? 
SLS: All of us, except for the CO, have some 
affiliation with HMS Cabot, first at 
Buckmaster's Circle, then Pleasantville, and 
now the Southside. 
NQ: What changes have you seen? 
SLS: I joined in '92, and when I joined the 
navy was not like it is today. There were four 
or five port vessels. There was not the 
equipment. The technology has expanded 
from 1950s technology to 1990s technology. 
LH: The naval reserve has really evolved in the 
last 30, 35 years. 
NQ: Why do you like, or love, what you 
do, and what would you like people to 
know about what you do? 
AM: I joined as a clerk, but I like that 
we are given the opportunity to sail. 
And that all the people on the ship , it's 
like a big family, and each trade has no 
objections to showing the other trades 
what they do . For the past two weeks 
th ey've shown me what bo'suns do . We 
have the opportunity to do things that 
you would never have the chance to do 
if you didn't join. I think that's the 
ship's crew works really hard to achieve 
what they've accomplished. And I think 
that people should have the opportunity 
to see how hard they do work- the man 
overboard, the fire exercises. 
SE: Everyone knows the Army and that 
if you go in the Army you go to 
Afghanistan and everyone is really 
proud of them. We have three oceans to 
guard. We have a presence. We have a 
job to do. But, from land you can't see 
what we do. 
SG: I think part of our problem is the 
only time you see us is when we're 
alongside. That's our downtime. Our 
rest and recuperation. What makes me 
proudest is the ship's company. If you 
ask, what is a Canadian?, if you look 
around you'll see it. Self-sacrifice. 
They'll do anything you ask them and 
they'll work like dogs to do it. Wherever 
we go they're the face of who we are in 
this country. It's a lesson to the rest of 
this country how we get along and how 
we can manage. 
MK: Even alongsides we're sometimes 
doing things with other branches. We 
helped clean up in Halifax after the storm. 
Public works. We did a clean-up in Sydney 
and they were really appreciative of that. If 
anyone's in trouble, we're the ones that are 
there. People feel safe when we're out 
there. They know that we're going to be 
close by. 
That's the thing about being in the 
reserves . There's no one way to be in the 
reserves . ~ 
Feminine to her fingertips 
The newest entrant to the transatlantic 
sweepstakes is striking both in personality and 
physique. She is tall and slender, with a head 
surmounted by wavy, curling blonde hair, which is 
surprisingly short when it is plastered down, but 
unless she has been swimming, never is. 
New York Times, June 3, 1928 
Landfall at Powle's head: 
toes first and skid to slow 
two miles down the long arm, 
those muscular hills rushing. 
In the cupped hand of the harbour 
a dory lurches from the b~rren shore. 
Arrives with a tip of the hat and 
a This way, Miss. 
Removes us to land 
while heads turn slowly 
to watch our trespass. 
All God's children got wings 
Graveyard thick with thorns. 
Stones with their backs toward the sea. 
Dearest Mother, we have laid thee 
In the lonely grave's embrace. 
Till thy memory will be cherished 
Till we see thy heavenly face. 
Such furious lives. 
I shall want to go quickly 
so they can say: 
Here lies Icarus 
who left us for the sun 
Poetry continued on p. 39 .. . 
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WARS ON TOP OF WARS BY RAY GUY 
y first engagement~with the military was 
the sacrifice of my favourite ball toward 
the downfall of Adolph Hitler. 
Petulance rather than patriotism accompanied 
my donation. It was a fine big ball with a man-in-
the-moon face on it. One of the bigger boys 
kicked it too hard and busted it and when they 
took it away in a "rubber drive" my bottom lip 
stuck out like Winston Churchill's. 
Efforts were made to make it all plain to a four-
year-old. My ball would go to put a tire on a 
Spitfire that would then proceed to shoot down 
lots of those Nazi Fokkers. Until firmly stopped I 
went around boasting that my ball 
I once asked my mother who had seen both 
which was worse. She had no hesitation: "Oh, 
the first one by far. If you had someone over there 
you wouldn't know for months, years, if they 
were alive, hurt or dead. In the second, it seemed 
that every time you looked around they were 
home on leave." 
War moved closer to our small place 
(population, 183) when the An1ericans arrived. 
They set up a camp about three miles away by the 
railroad tracks and another just over the hill with 
big guns pointing out the Bay. I was scared 
spitless of them. 
For one thing they all had teeth 
was going to shoot "nasty fu .... s." It was only a few 
years to the 
Hiroshima bomb 
and for another they were of a 
strange color like that of weak tea. 
At that age how was I to know that 
the whole world did not live in our 
own perpetual fog bank. That they 
all dressed alike did nothing to alter 
the childish notion that they were 
not human. 
yet here we were 
still on the 
That wars are not over when they 
end is no new idea. I was born in 
1939 and so my earliest years were 
sprinkled with a constant dread, 
barely understood. Many years later 
I saw one bit of irony. The Second 
World War was raging but in our 
tiny, isolated place they still held 
dances in the school to which even 
babies were brought. 
Napoleonic Wars. But human they were indeed. 
Mom told me much later that there 
If no fiddler was available someone provided 
"chin music." He threw back his head, closed his 
eyes and sang songs at a fast pace: Cheer, boys, 
cheer the enemy is shaken, Cheer, boys, chee1; 
Sebastapol is taken ... 
Or: Boney was a war1ior, john Franswa, They 
bu1ied him at Elbow, john Franswa. It was only a 
few years to the Hiroshima bomb yet here we 
were still on the Napoleonic Wars. Our head 
story-teller, Uncle john, would sometimes start off 
one of his anecdotes with: "You know, the other 
year when the Boer War was on ... " 
Uncle John's reference was not unique to that 
time. My wife remembers how, at the age of eight, 
she played tennis with an 80-year-old veteran of 
the Boer War. There were still relics and souvenirs 
of the Great War around our house even as WWII 
blazed away. 
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were several Americans in the 
kitchen as she was giving me my bath in the 
galvanized laundry tub. I was sitting on the table 
being dried off when one of the soldiers asked if 
he could comb my hair. 
There were tears spilling down his face, she 
said, as he probably remembered a child of his 
own back in the States. 
In the Jesuitical way, if you can capture the first 
seven years of a child then you have that person 
for life. War captured me in the cradle and it 
seems there's been nothing but war my whole 
lifetime. WWII ended but seemed to mingle with 
the savage battle for and against Confederation 
with Canada. 
Perhaps in the second half of my first decade I 
was able to observe more clearly. But this was like 
war brought to the doorstep. The cheering, the 
groans, the terrors, the hopes, the warnings, the 
promises ... all raised to a roaring fevered pitch. 
It was war by other means. Neighbours were 
either Nazis or Allies and the battlefield leaped 
back fences. On one of the few times in her life, 
my mother cried when "our Country" was sold by 
a ridiculous margin to Canada. 
Wars on top of wars. The Cold War seemed 
anything but. We got the cheerful news in the 
classroom that both the USA and Russia had 
enough nuclear weapons each to destroy the 
globe 100 times over. Try concentrating on your 
algebra with that happy thought in the back of 
your mind ... and duck under your desk if you 
hear any loud bangs. 
And so it went. The Korean War. The VietNam 
War. The Middle East Wars. The word has 
become so common and pervasive that we have 
the War on Cancer, the War Against Poverty, the 
War On Illiteracy and, who knows, the War 
Against Cracker Crumbs in the Bed. 
The nastiest part about all this is that war may 
be becoming a bloody bore. Is this due, in part, to 
every cell phone having a camera and nearly 
everyone having a cell phone? Night after night, 
week in and week out, we see wobbly pictures on 
the TV news of another car bomb, another suicide 
bomb, another bomb from warriors of God or 
Allah. Another ten to 100 dead- just between 
commercials. 
The Great War was the war to end all wars. Oh, 
yeah? Along comes Herr Hitler with Napoleonic 
notions. Next comes the Cold War with the 
cheerful tidings of Mutually Assured Destruction. 
Now all those sputterings and flickerings of cell 
phone camera wars to see us off to bed. 
I still wonder if my man-in-the-moon ball 
ever did help shoot down one of those 
"nasty Fokkers"? ~ 
Ray Guy is a journalist and playw1ight. His most recent 
book, The Smallwood Years, was short listed for the 
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THIS MEANS WAR! BY BERNI STAPLETON 
'' an you make a living at that?" the 
man bellows at me with jovial 
malice. His voice booms around the 
room, penetrating the tasteful jazz muzak and 
the buzz of cocktail camaraderie. The guests 
pause in unison, mid-sip, straining to hear my 
reply. They are more curious than usual, no 
doubt, because this is a party celebrating my 
book launch. A self proclaimed fan, smug with 
the fuel of free wine, has asked the impertinent 
yet perennial question. The question which has 
dogged artists since one of our kind first 
thought it was a good idea to draw stick 
figures on a cave wall. (Followed soon after by 
a chap who took a twig in hand and wrote his 
life story on a sandy beach. And then did it 
again the next day. And the next day. And the 
day after that. Then he invented pen and 
paper.) "Can you make a living at that? " buster 
asks again, more slowly this time. I wait before 
responding, because sometimes the question is 
followed by "So, what is your day job? " Or, 
"Waitress much?" 
This means war, I fume to myself. This 
means war. I will wreak havoc on behalf of all 
artists who have to tolerate misplaced 
sympathies and the nosy questions. " But 
what's your real job? " "Your parents must have 
been so disappointed. " "People don't write 
books. Computers write books. " I vow to 
become extremely famous and get my book on 
the best seller list so Meryl Streep can play me 
in the movie adaptation. I vow to waltz into his 
office waving an Oscar and the11 ask him if he 
can make a living at- but he interrupts my 
delusional chain of thought. "Do you know 
Peg?" He blithely continues. Urn, I think 
frantically, urn, who does he mean? Who is 
Peg? Why should I know a Peg? I shrug. "Peg. 
Peggy. Meggie. Or as the wife and I like to call 
her: Madge. Margaret. We've summered with 
her and her husband at their place on the lake. 
Margaret Atwood. Well, even she has to teach 
on the side, you know. To make ends meet. " 
He nods wisely. I don't know Peg. I am 
horrified. My own party has become a living 
hell. I am frantic, trying to summon up a 
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nickname for at least 
one famous person. I 
wonder if I can get 
away with calling Alice 
Munro 'Al'. My new 
nemesis carries on with 
his own agenda, 
though, sparing me the 
lie. "Do you know my 
sister?" he chirps. "Do 
you mean to say that 
you're a writer and you 
don't personally know 
Peggy Atwood, or my 
sister? My sister, she 
just won a Gee-Gee for 
her latest play." What's 
a Gee-Gee, I wonder, 
cramming a stuffed 
''Peg. Peggy. 
Meggie. Or as 
the wife and I 
like to call her: 
Madge. 
Margaret. We've 
summered with 
her and her 
husband at their 
place on the 
lake. Margaret 
Atwood.'' 
mushroom cap in my mouth to hide the fact 
that I do not know anyone famous. Plus, I'm 
hungry. I can't seem to get a word in edge-wise 
with this fellow anyway. "Yeah, that quaint 
little Governor Generals award they give out," 
he continues. "Really gave her a boost. Even 
she has to do a little something on the side, 
you know. She gives workshops on how to 
crochet." 
I look at the stack of books on the display 
table. My face smiles at me from the cover of 
my little pink book. This means war, I promise 
myself. I will fax this guy a copy of my last 
income tax return and show him once and for 
all that- but wait a minute. No, I can't. He'd 
laugh at the puny income, although 
technically, it is possible to live on what I earn. 
As long as a person doesn't need to eat 
absolutely every single day. Hence the habit of 
dumping the party appetizers in my purse. 
"Course, when I retire I'm going to take up 
book writing myself," buddy says now. "I've 
got a pretty darned interesting life story to tell. 
Pretty darned interesting. The sort of life story 
any writer worth his or her salt would love to 
get hold of. Best seller stuff." He nods at me 
with meaning. I'm now chewing on a mini 
pizza, some of which is stuck in my teeth, and 
I belatedly realize that he may soon 
launch into his life story. He continues: 
"You might think that having made a 
couple or ten million in the software 
business would be good enough for a 
book. And you'd be right." I'm choking 
on my mini-pizza. A couple or ten 
million? He's on a roll. "But I'm also 
talking about my own personal struggles 
and family history. Pretty darned 
compelling stuff there. It'd be all gravy, if 
a writer wanted to take it on." He nods 
again. "It would practically write itself. If 
the right person wanted to hop in there. " 
I'm confused. Does he mean ... me? 
A couple or ten million? He hasn't even 
bought one of my books yet. Then has 
asks "So. Are you in Republic of Doyle? 
How can you not be in Republic of 
Doyle? I did a guest spot a while back, a 
little walk on because they were leasing 
the summer estate and wanted to use the 
helicopter pad. " I feel unbelievably sad. I 
want to go home and snort the hors 
d'ouevres from out of the bottom of my 
purse. This means war, I think, but it's 
getting feeble now. "Call me if you ever 
want to get a real job. " He offers. "I've 
got a friend who's in the hospitality 
business . Runs a golf course. They're 
always looking for people. " I sheepishly 
mention my Ambassador of Tourism 
award from Hospitality NL but he shakes 
his head disparagingly and leans in for 
some final advice . "You know the 
problem with you artistic types? You're 
just not aggressive enough. You just don't 
stand up for yourselves. " He pauses. "By 
the way, I'm throwing a fundraiser next 
week to raise money for my pet charity. 
Stop by if you like, and I'll introduce you 
to Mary Walsh." He strolls off. I intercept 
a waiter and dump a tray of bacon 
wrapped scallops into my purse. This 
means war, I think. This means war - oh 
wait. I'd better run and ask him for his 
business card. In case he really does want 
a ghost writer for his life story. ~ 
Berni Stapleton is an actor, play wright, and 
artistic director of the Grand Bank Regional 
Theatre Festival. 
Violet. Cheerio - A. E. 
Carrying a stout-hearted young woman as co-pilot, the 
Friendship hopped up from here at 9:51 A.M. Eastern 
Standard Time for a transatlantic flight. 
New York Times June 17, 1928 
Everyone, Hamlets all, asked of our eventual landfall. 
Coyness is not among my sins but my compass is fickle: 
we would step into air and be gone, that is it. How 
could I explain that history is a thing of physics? 
We bundled our food in our arms and left 
our camera, 
our pantyhose, 
our curling iron, 
Violet. 
our fear. 
From a height, the earth flattens 
to monochrome, falls silent. 
We are a shout of colour across 
the telegraph flimsies: 
Cheerio. 
Monica Kidd is a poet and medical docto1: She is the author of 
four boohs and t~vo chapboohs. 
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Continued from page 15 ... 
the records of the Department of National 
Defence in Library and Archives Canada, Ottawa 
(RG 24, vol. 10995, file 290-NFD-013-(D1). With 
the agreement of the Commonwealth Relations 
Office, London, the latter copy was forwarded to 
Assistant Under Secretary of State WP J. O'Meara 
by Newfoundland Lieutenant-Governor Sir 
Leonard Outerbridge on 7 May 1951.u This action 
followed a June 1950 inquiry to Government 
House, St. John's, and a separate request to Fraser 
himself by Colonel C.P Stacey, director of the 
Historical Section, Army Headquarters, 
Department of National Defence, for information 
about the status of his project. 12 The typescript 
sent to Ottawa that eventually found its way into 
the holdings of Library and Archives Canada runs 
to 480 pages (double spaced), is organized 
topically, and includes capsule histories of the 
Royal Artillery's 166th (Newfoundland) Field 
Regiment, the 59th (Newfoundland) Heavy 
Regiment, and the 125th (Newfoundland) 
Squadron of the Royal Air Force. 
Fraser's work is mainly a chronology of events, 
does not include documentary references, and is 
written in "stiff "official" prose (with the 
occasional rhetorical flourish, as when he calls 
Newfoundland "one of the sally-ports of freedom" 
and the bombers ferried through Gander "an 
avenging host from out of the West"). 13 It is very 
much a "work in progress" but is nevertheless a 
useful introduction and guide to a period of rapid 
and sweeping change and a reference source of 
considerable value. It is certainly a good place to 
start research on a range of topics relating to the 
history of Newfoundland, 1939-45. 
* 
Allan MacPherson Fraser, the author of this 
wartime narrative, was born on 9 July 1906 in 
Inverness, Scotland, the son of Allan and Teresa 
Fraser. 14 His father was a haberdasher, and the 
family eventually moved from Inverness to Nairn, 
farther out the Moray Firth. Allan went to school 
at Inverness Academy and then Nairn Academy. 
In 1928 he completed the MA (Honours) degree 
in history at the University of Edinburgh. The 
same year he answered an advertisement from 
Memorial University College, St. John's, and was 
duly appointed, at age twenty-two, as lecturer in 
history, economics and political science and given 
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charge of the department encompassing those 
subjects (he also apparently sometimes taught 
English literature). Satisfying denominational 
interests was a political reality at Memorial, and 
the fact that Fraser was Roman Catholic seems to 
have influenced his appointment, though he was 
well qualified academically. His passage to St. 
John's was paid by his new employer, and he was 
advised by Memorial principalJ.L. Paton to bring 
with him "a good supply of clothes & 
underclothing." 15 In 1933 Fraser was made 
associate professor of history and economics and 
in 193 7 achieved the rank of professor. 16 During 
his first years at Memorial, in addition to his 
regular teaching duties, he offered a weekly 
evening class for members of the general public 
and in 1935-36 "conducted two evening classes 
per week for selected members of the Civil 
Service. "17 In this period Fraser also made himself 
available as a speaker to various St. John's literary 
and social service clubs, and prepared two reports 
for the Newfoundland Board of Trade. In 1937 he 
was published in the Canadian journal of 
Economics and Political Science. 18 
As a classroom performer, Fraser was known for 
his prodigious memory but also had the 
reputation for being shy and aloof. He was rigid 
in approach and on occasion would have students 
read in turn from the course textbook. In an 
account of the origins of the Memorial history 
department, archivist/historian William Whiteley, 
who knew Fraser in the 1950s and 1960s, offered 
this account of him as a young instructor: 
Allan Fraser's teaching was in ancient 
history, modern history, British history and 
political science, economics, and later 
Newfoundland history ... Fraser was in his 
prime in teaching in the 1930s and 40s. He 
used to go to the lecture room and have a 
smoke before class outside. He was well 
groomed, an old fashioned lecturer rather 
than a teacher. He was formal, clear, elegant, 
and authoritative, and his history courses were 
not necessarily original. In his ancient history 
and modern history he had texts. He kept up 
with the literature and dictated the relevant 
sections to the class from the textbooks. He 
had three-piece suits for every day of the 
week. He was collected, friendly, but apart, 
[and] was a thorough man of the world. He 
came into the classroom with no notes, didn't 
look at the students and dictated 
the lectures. He didn't want any 
questions in class but sometimes 
the students would go to his 
office and see him. He was 
happy, unperturbed, and self-
reserved ... His amazing memory 
of his subjects stuck in the 
memory of many of his students. 
He went to student dances 
and ... danced with the girls and 
faculty wives. 19 
The eligible bachelor and bon 
vivant was also well known as a 
tennis player. He was the first 
president of the Newfoundland 
Tennis Association (1930-33), 
was the North of Scotland 
men's single's champion in 
1930, 1931, and 1933, and the 
Kathleen Mary (Kennedy) Fraser (8 December 1914-8 February 1998) and Allan 
MacPherson Fraser (9 July 1906-16 November 1969) aboard the SS Newfoundland, 
1939. They were married at St. Michael's Oratory, Belvedere, St. John's, on 12 June 
1939 and left the next day for an extended honeymoon in England, Scotland and on the 
continent. They were overseas when the Second World War began and returned home in 
a convoy, arriving at St. John's on 15 September. Photo courtesy Frankie O'Neill. 
Newfoundland tennis champion in 1935 and 
1936. Fraser also liked to play bridge (the City 
Club on Water Street became a favourite venue) 
and chess. Another considerable interest in this 
phase of his life was the work of the 
Newfoundland branch of the Royal Institute of 
International Affairs (RIIA). In 1938 he 
represented the Newfoundland organization at a 
Commonwealth relations conference the Institute 
sponsored in Sydney, Australia.20 On this occasion 
he went to Vancouver and then travelled by boat 
to Hawaii, Fiji, and New Zealand, returning from 
Australia via India, the Suez Canal, and the 
United Kingdom. In 1939 his interest in 
international affairs took a different tack when he 
began broadcasting commentaries on radio station 
VONF of the Broadcasting Corporation of 
Newfoundland. Eventually, he gave a weekly paid 
fifteen-minute radio talk on world affairs, and in 
the 1950s brought his expertise on geopolitics to 
television. He was also active in the 1940s and 
1950s in Newfoundland's extensive program of 
school broadcasts. 
In 1939 Fraser married Memorial biology 
instructor Kathleen Kennedy, a Harbour Grace 
native whose father, Ronald Kennedy (1881-
1942), was a prominent educational administrator 
and one of the founding trustees of Memorial 
University College. Under Memorial's rules, she 
forfeited her job with their nuptials. The couple 
honeymooned in Scotland, were overseas when 
the Second World War started, and returned to 
Newfoundland aboard the SS Newfoundland in the 
first Atlantic convoy. In 1939 and 1940 the 
Frasers lived in the Newfoundland Hotel and 
thereafter, successively, on Forest Road, Rennie's 
Mill Road, and Waterford Bridge Road, where 
they occupied an apartment owned by Justice 
Brian Dunfield. In August 1941 Fraser was named 
to a trade dispute tribunal, appointed by the 
Commission of Government under recently 
promulgated regulations for the avoidance of 
strikes and lockouts, to settle a strike by miners at 
Buchans. 21 He accepted this appointment without 
the promise of remuneration other than expenses 
but the government agreed to "make good to him 
the amount which he would lose through not 
being able to give his broadcasts on International 
Affairs over VO.N.F."22 Ultimately, because the 
work of the tribunal took more than a month, 
Fraser requested and received an honorarium of 
$250. 23 In December 1941 he was named 
chairman of a trade dispute board appointed to 
settle another complex labour dispute, this one in 
the fluorspar mining community of St. 
Lawrence. 24 Another foray into wartime labour 
relations came in May 1942 when he was 
appointed to a board to settle a dispute between 
the Newfoundland Protective Association of Shop 
and Office Employees and various employers in 
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the St. John's wholesale and retail trades.25 
Following the completion of this work, he was paid 
$750 for his services. In 1944 he was paid the same 
amount for his work on the Grand Falls Shop and 
Office Trade Dispute Board.26 Fraser was also co-
opted during the war period to the formative 
Commission of Enquiry into Housing and Town 
Planning in St. john's.27 He helped write the 
commission's reports, and in a 15 October 1943 
byelection was elected to the St. John's City 
Council, serving on that body until1945 (he did 
not contest that year's civic election) and promoting 
the cause of urban renewal in the capital.28 
In 1941 his academic career entered a new phase 
when the RIIA formed a committee to supervise a 
venture in Newfoundland studies. 29 The 
supervisory group was chaired by Sir Campbell 
Stuart, and included representatives of the 
Institute's Newfoundland branch and the Canadian 
Institute of International Affairs. In addition to 
Stuart, who was chairman of the Rili\s Imperial 
Committee, those involved were Memorial Board 
of Regents chairman VP. Burke; Memorial English, 
French and German instructor Captain Rudolph 
(Paddy) Duder; Princeton Institute for Advanced 
Study professor E.M. Earle; University of Toronto 
political economy professor H.A. Innis (author of 
the influential 1940 The Cod Fisheries: the history 
of an international economy); University of British 
Columbia president N.A.M. MacKenzie; RIIA 
research director Sir john Hope Simpson (he had 
been one of the original members of the 
Commission of Government, 1934-36); British 
Press Service notable john W Wheeler-Bennett; 
and R.A. MacKay, Eric Dennis Memorial Professor 
of Government and Political Science at Dalhousie 
University. Alternates for Innis and MacKenzie 
were, respectively, University of Toronto political 
science professor Alexander Brady and Dalhousie 
law professor George Curtis. Innis was treasurer of 
the group and MacKay the secretary and director 
of research. 
In connection with this initiative, Fraser was 
granted sabbatical leave at half-pay by Memorial 
to undertake historical research on 
Newfoundland. He was away from his regular 
duties for sixteen months in 1941-4 2, and his 
efforts eventually bore fruit in his contributions to 
the 1946 Newfoundland: Economic, Diplomatic and 
Strategic Studies , a work that remains in use and 
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that highlighted Newfoundland's emergence 
militarily in the 1940s. Edited by MacKay, who 
became a key player on the Canadian side in the 
subsequent events whereby Newfoundland 
became a province of Canada,30 the volume was 
published by Oxford University Press, Toronto , 
under the auspices of the RIIA. It encompassed 
577 pages, had a preface by the editor and a 
foreword by Stuart, and, following an 
introduction ("The Problem of Newfoundland") 
by the editor (3-38), was divided into Part I, "The 
Economy of Newfoundland" ( 41-242), and II, 
"From Fishing Station to Atlantic Bastion: 
Diplomatic and Strategic Studies" (243-508). 
There were also five appendices, four maps, and 
an index. In addition to Stuart, MacKay and 
Fraser, the other contributors to the volume were 
Dalhousie economist S.A. Saunders (he and 
MacKay wrote Part I); Queen's University 
historian Gerald S. Graham; United College 
(Winnipeg) professor A.R.M. Lower; and G.S. 
Watts of the research division of the Bank of 
Canada. Fraser was responsible for the entire 
sections on the French Shore (275-332), fishery 
negotiations with the United States (333-410), 
and relations with Canada (411-483). These 
totaled approximately 60,000 words (the 
lengthiest offering by any author in the 
collection), and constitute the scholarly work for 
which Fraser is perhaps now best remembered. 
In the intense political round in Newfoundland 
that followed the war and culminated in 
Confederation with Canada, Fraser supported the 
Responsible Government League, which wanted 
Newfoundland to return to independent self-
government. This cause failed in the decisive 
constitutional referendum of 22 july 1948, and 
union with Canada followed on 31 March 1949. 
During the summer of 1949 Fraser was seconded 
to the Department of External Affairs, Ottawa, a 
posting that suited both his temperament and 
research interests. But union with Canada also 
brought an unexpected and disconcerting 
consequence for him academically. One of the 
early acts of the first provincial government, led 
by j.R. Smallwood, who had spearheaded the 
campaign for Confederation (Fraser first knew 
him as a fellow broadcaster), was to secure 
legislation raising Memorial University College to 
the status of a degree-granting institution. This, in 
turn, triggered at Memorial an effort to raise 
faculty qualifications. Unless he obtained a 
doctorate by 1 September 1956, Fraser found 
himself in the position of facing financial 
disadvantage and downgrading in rank to "Acting 
Professor. "31 In the circumstances, he obtained 
leave from the university in 1952 to begin study 
for the PhD at Columbia University, New York. 
While registered there, he and Kay lived in the 
comfortable 31/2 room apartment 2B, 552 
Riverside Drive, a fifteen-minute walk from the 
university. They also enjoyed the cultural 
amenities of the city and got to see four games (at 
Yankee Stadium and Ebbets Field) in the 1952 
Subway Series between the New York Yankees and 
the Brooklyn Dodgers. 
Under Memorial rules, Fraser had to report 
every three months on his work, which 
progressed smoothly. He chose "the history of 
Great Britain and the British Empire" as his major 
field of study and "the history of Western Europe" 
as his minor field. 32 He was especially appreciative 
of efforts on his behalf by Professor John Bartlet 
Brebner (author of the 1945 North Atlantic 
Triangle: the interplay of Canada, the United States, 
and Great Britain), and told Memorial president 
Raymond Gushue soon after his arrival that "in 
many ways" he was being "treated more as a 
colleague than as a student. "33 Fraser had hoped 
that Columbia would accept his "published work 
in lieu of a doctoral dissertation" but in the event 
university rules did not permit this.34 Eventually, 
working with Brebner, he was apptoved to write a 
dissertation on "The History of Newfoundland 
from the Suspension of Dominion Status to 
Federal Union with Canada."35 Thanks to a 
generous credit for his MA work at Edinburgh, he 
was able to jump the last of the preliminary PhD 
hurdles in May 1953, whereupon he headed back 
to St. John's to research and write his dissertation. 
He travelled home via London, Ontario, where he 
attended meetings of the Canadian Historical 
Association, the Canadian Institute of 
International Affairs, and the Social Science 
Research Council, another national organization 
in which he had been active for some time.36 On 
19 May, Brebner told Raymond Gushue that 
Fraser had both "the ability and the opportunity 
to produce a more than ordinarily distinguished 
piece of work" and that "he might well give 
Canadian scholars a new level to emulate. "37 "He 
has a rare opportunity," the distinguished 
Columbia academic ventured, " ... and both 
Newfoundland and Canada as a whole might 
benefit considerably if he were able to exploit it 
thoroughly at leisure. I cannot, of course, speak 
for my Faculty, which will judge his dissertation, 
but it is inconceivable to me that his essay would 
fail to commend itself even if it merely kept up to 
the level he has already attained. If there were 
ways by which he could be encouraged to take 
the time necessary to capitalize more highly on 
his unique opportunity, I hope that they might be 
indicated to him. It has been a pleasure to me and 
a benefit to my seminar to have him with us." In 
reply, Gushue thanked Brebner for his interest 
both in the man and the proposed work, and 
promised to discuss matters thoroughly with 
Fraser on his return. 
This was all very hopeful, but in practice nothing 
came of Fraser's plan, for inJune 1953 he accepted 
the Liberal nomination in the federal riding of St. 
John's East for the national election held on 10 
August of that year. On the grounds that the 
university "would not wish any member of its Staff 
to be identified with any political party," he 
resigned from the Memorial faculty in a letter to 
Gushue dated 25 June.38 On the same day, in 
accordance with rule 36 of the university, he gave 
Paul Winter, the secretary of the Board of Regents, a 
cheque for $2,868.75 in repayment of the salary he 
had been paid during his sabbatical leave, 
September 1952-May 1953.39 His successor at 
Memorial was Gordon Oliver Rothney, a King's 
College, London University PhD, a native of 
Richmond, Quebec, and the unsuccessful candidate 
in Brame for the Bloc Populaire Canadien in the 
Quebec provincial election of 1944. 
The part of the province covered by the federal 
constituency of St. John's East had voted strongly 
in 1948 in favour of a return to self-government, 
and the Progressive Conservative Party, the 
political heir of the Newfoundland proponents of 
independence and responsible government, had 
easily carried the seat in the federal election of 
1949. The Tory incumbent was St. John's lawyer 
Gordon F. Higgins, and in normal circumstances 
he could look forward to easy re-election. In 
1953, however, Peter J. Cashin, an anti-
Confederate stalwart, ran as an independent, 
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thereby splitting the Tory vote. This allowed 
Fraser to carry the seat. On election day, he won 
8,310 votes, to 6,691 for Higgins and 4,459 for 
Cashin (who soon after was made director of civil 
defence by the provincial Liberal government).40 
Through adept party management - the hands of 
Premier Smallwood were all over this- Fraser had 
prevailed and was thus launched into a new 
career. He made his maiden speech in the House 
of Commons on 24 November 1953 (he drew 
upon his unpublished wartime history) ,41 and as 
an MP took a special interest in foreign affairs. In 
1957 he was a member of the Canadian 
delegation to the United Nations General 
Assembly. Unfortunately for him, however, he 
faced a united Tory vote in the general election of 
1957 and lost his seat to Progressive Conservative 
candidate James A. McGrath, who then held the 
constituency for many years. The Tories, 
moreover, formed the government after this 
election and John Diefenbaker became prime 
minister of Canada. 
This reversal left Fraser, who was fifty at the time, 
in need of employment. He sought reinstatement at 
Memorial but the university declined this on the 
grounds that the post he had had held had been 
filled and no other suitable position was available. 42 
Fortunately for Fraser, he was well established as a 
contributor to the Encyclopedia Americana and since 
1951 had been a member of its Canadian advisory 
committee. Building on this connection, he spent 
time after his political defeat working for the 
publication in New York. Then, in 1958, he was 
appointed by the Smallwood government as 
Provincial Archivist in the Department of Provincial 
Affairs, effective 1 April and at a salary of $8,000 
per annum (provision was also made for him to 
carry into his new position the pension rights he 
had accrued at Memorial).43 The archives had been 
launched by Memorial University but in 1960 the 
holdings were transferred to the provincial 
government. They were then housed at the Colonial 
Building on Military Road, which was vacated by 
the House of Assembly in 1960 for new quarters in 
the recently constructed Confederation Building. 
With this change, Fraser came to occupy a 
charming office in an historic setting, along the 
hallway from the old Assembly chamber. As 
archivist, he continued his association with the 
Encylopedia Americana and assisted in the 
preparation of the Newfoundland Book of 
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Remembrance for the Peace Tower on Parliament 
Hill, Ottawa.44 In (for him) the quiet, late afternoon 
of life, he also continued to enjoy the delights of 
polite St. John's- Bally Haly and Murray's Pond 
clubs (golf and fishing, respectively), the St. 
Andrew's Society, etc. - which he had cultivated 
over many years. He looked forward to retirement 
but, alas, longevity was not to be his. After a brief 
illness, he died at St. Clare's Mercy Hospital on 16 
November 1969 at age 63.45 His funeral mass was 
said at Corpus Christi Church, Kilbride, on 19 
November, and he was buried at Holy Sepulchre 
Cemetery on Topsail Road. 
By the time of Fraser's death, the events of the 
Second World War had become a distant memory 
in Newfoundland, and his history of the period 
was rarely acknowledged. He made no attempt to 
publish it. Nor, after his exit from politics, did he 
attempt to write the thesis he had been inspired 
to undertake at Columbia. Yet his wartime 
account has much to offer the student of a pivotal 
time in the history of Newfoundland and 
Labrador. Though not continuous and systematic, 
Fraser's narrative has an encyclopedic quality that 
gives it lasting value. It deserves to be better 
known and more readily available. The work is 
unfinished but is nevertheless an extensive and 
useful account by a purposeful historian of times 
that were exceptional both for his adopted 
country and for himself. ~ 
Peter Neary and Melvin Baker are researchers with a 
continuing interest in the history of Newfoundland and 
Labrador under Commission of Government. 
1 For a survey of the history of the period see Peter Neary, Newfoundland in 
the North Atlantic World, 1929-1949 (Kingston and Montreal: MeGill-
Queen's University Press, 1988). 
2 Ibid., 183. 
3 Ibid. , 174. 
4 Ibid. , 213. 
5 United Kingdom, Public Record Office (PRO), Kew, Dominions Office 
(DO) 35/744/N23l/1, Macdonald circular letter, 18 October 1939. 
6 PRO, DO 35/744/N23l/1, Carew to Pugh, 7 July 1942; The Rooms, 
Provincial Archives Division (RPA), St. John's, GN l/3/A, 1951, box 297, file 
3/51, H.A.E. 11-'44, "Report on Newfoundland's War Effort." 21 February 
1944. 
7 RPA, GN 1/3/A, 1951, box 297, file 3/51, H.A.E. 50-'42, "Record of 
Newfoundland's War Effort," 22 October 1944. 
8 Ibid. 
9 Ibid. 
10 Ibid. 
11 Library and Archives Canada (LAC), Ottawa, RG 24 (Records of the 
Department of National Defence) , 1983-84/167, box 4567, file 1453-1, pt.3, 
Outerbridge to O'Meara, 7 May 1951. 
12 Ibid., Stacey to Fraser, 6 February 1951. 
13 LAC, RG 24, vol. 10995, file 290-NFD-013-D(1), "History of the 
Participation by Newfoundland in World War II," 446. 
14 The account of his life that follows draws on various Newfoundland and 
Canadian Who~ Who entries; relevant correspondence in the institutional files 
of Memorial University; two unpublished sources - William H. Whiteley, 
"Contrast in the Headship of the History Department in the Memorial 
University; Allan Fraser and Gordon Rothney, 1928-1963," (in the possession 
of the authors), and Malcolm MacLeod's account of Allan and Kathleen Fraser 
in "The Human Face of Higher Education" (Queen Elizabeth II Library, 
Centre for Newfoundland Studies, LE 3 M422 M3); and MacLeod's A Bridge 
Built Halfway: a History of Memorial University College, 1925-1950 (Montreal: 
MeGill-Queen's University Press, 1990) and his Crossroads Country: Memories 
of Pre-Confederation Newfoundland, at the Intersection of American, British and 
Canadian Connections (St. John's: Breakwater, 1999). The authors thank the 
late Leslie Harris, President of Memorial University, 1981-90, for granting 
access to the University's files, and Professors Whiteley and MacLeod for 
making their unpublished work available. 
15 Memorial University Records Archives (MURA), President's office files, 
box P0-9, file "Staff Applications to 1933," Paton to Fraser, 18 May 1928. 
16 MURA, President's office files, box P0-2, file "Board of Governors 1937," 
Mews to Hatcher, 6 December 1937. 
17 MURA, President's office files, box PO-5, file "Memorial University 
Faculty Promotions 1935-49," Fraser to Hatcher, 6 April 1936. 
18 A.F.W Plumptre, A.M. Fraser and H.A. Innis, "Newfoundland, Economic 
and Political," Canadian journal of Economics and Political Science, vol. 3 , no. 
1 (February 1937), 58-85. This was a three-part survey: A.F.W Plumptre, 
"The Amulree Report (1933): A Review" (58-71); A.M. Fraser, "Government-
by-Commission (1934-6): A Survey" (71-83); and H.A.Innis, "Basic Problems 
of Government in Newfoundland" (83-85). 
19 Whiteley, "Contrast in the Headship," 3-4. 
20 MURA, President's office files, box P0-2, file "Board of Governors 1938," 
Fraser to Hatcher, 21 April1938. The conference was held 3-17 September. 
21 He discusses the Buchans strike in detail in his history but does not refer 
to his own involvement. The other members of the tribunal were justice 
Brian Dunfield and George P. Bradney: For the report of the tribunal see 
Evening Telegram, 12 September 1941, 5, 12. 
22 RPA, GN 1/8/5, box 4, PU 82-'41 , memorandum by Commissioner for 
Public Utilities, 20 Oct1941. 
23 RPA, GN 38/S1-1, 848-'41. 
24 The other members of the board were WJ. Walsh and Thomas LeFeuvre. 
For the report of the board see Newfoundland Government, Settlement of 
Trade Dispute Board Appointed under the Defence (Control and Conditions of 
Employment and Disputes Settlement) Regulations, 1941, for the Settlement of a 
Dispute between the St. Lawrence Corporation of Nfld. Ltd. and the St. Lawrence 
Workers' Protective Union (St. John's: King's Printer, 1942). Again, while he 
discusses the work of the board in his history, Fraser does not mention his 
own role. 
25 Fraser's colleagues on this board were his Buchans associates, Justice Brian 
Dunfield (who was named chairman) , and George P. Bradney: For the 
findings of the board see Settlement of Trade Dispute Board Appointed under 
the Defence (Control and Conditions of Employment and Disputes Settlement) 
Regulations, 1941 for the Settlement of a Dispute between the Newfoundland 
Protective Association of Shop and Office Employees and Employers in the 
Wholesale and Retail Trades at St.john~ (Newfoundland Government, 1942) . 
The board was eventually reconstituted and submitted a supplementary 
report (see Evening Telegram, 8 February 1943, 3). As elsewhere, Fraser is 
silent in the manuscript about his own role. 
26 This board was chaired by Magistrate Nehemiah Short of Corner Brook 
and had H.G. R. Mews as its third member. The report of the board was 
signed on 22 April1944. See RPA, GN 158, box 6, file 42, A.]. Walsh 
memorandum "Re remuneration of members of the Grand Falls Shop and 
Office Trade Dispute Board," 29 April 1944. 
27 For the work of the Commission see jane Lewis and Mark Shrimpton, 
"Policymaking in Newfoundland during the 1940s: The Case of the St. John's 
Housing Corporation," Canadian Historical Review, vol. 65, no. 2 Qune 
1984), 209-39. 
28 H.G.R. Mews, later mayor of St. John's, was elected the same day (Daily 
News, 18 October 1943, p . 3). 
29 This account is based on the prefatory information in R.A. MacKay (ed.) , 
Newfoundland: Economic, Diplomatic, and Strategic Studies (Toronto: Oxford 
University Press, 1946) . 
30 In 1943 MacKay (1894-1979) joined the Department of External Affairs as 
a special assistant. In 194 7 he became Chief of the Defence Liaison Division 
and from 1952 to 1955 was first Assistant and then Associate Under-Secretary 
of State for External Affairs. He was a key member of the interdepartmental 
committee formed within the Government of Canada in 1946 to advise on 
matters relating to Newfoundland. 
31 MURA, President's office files, box P0-5, file "Salaries 1951-52," Fraser to 
Hatcher, 2January 1952. Injune 1952 R.A. MacKay told Memorial President 
Hatcher that Fraser's contribution to Newfoundland: Economic, Diplomatic and 
Strategic Studies was "first-rate" and "quite equal to a Ph.D. thesis" (MURA, 
President's office files, box P0-23, file "Board of Governors 1952," memo by 
president to secretary, Board of Regents, 18 August 1952) . The board, 
however, was not swayed by this argument. 
32 MURA, President's office files, box P0-4, file "A.M. Fraser," Fraser to 
Gushue, 29 November 1952. 
33 MURA, President's office files, box P0-4, file "A.M. rraser," rraser to 
Gushue (personal), 29 November 1952. 
34 Ibid. 
35 MURA, President's office files, box P0-4, file "A.M. Fraser," Fraser to 
Gushue, 25 May 1953. 
36 MURA, President's office files, box P0-5, file "History prior to 1952," 
Fraser to Hatcher, 22 May 1951. 
37 MURA, President's office files, box P0-4, file "A.M. Fraser," Brebner to 
Gushue, 19 May 1953. 
38 MURA, President's office files, box P0-4, file "A.M. Fraser," Fraser to 
Gushue, 25 june 1953. 
39 Ibid. 
40 Report of the Chief Electoral Officer, 1953 (Ottawa: Queen's Printer, 1954), 
554. For Cashin's appointment, effective 1 january 1954, see Archives and 
Special Collections (ASC) , Queen Elizabeth II Library, Memorial University, 
].R. Smallwood Papers (Coll-75) , file 2.02.005, minute of cabinet 1158-'53. 
41 Canada, House of Commons, Debates, 1953-54, vol. 1, 277-80. 
4 2 MURA, President's office files, P0-44, file "Government Provincial -
Various Departments," Phelan to Spencer, 11 October 1957. 
43 ASC, j.R. Smallwood Papers (Coll-75), file 3.02.012, Fraser to Smallwood, 
9 January 1958, and file 2.02.010, minute of cabinet 707'-58. 
44 For his account of the history of the provincial archives see "The 
Newfoundland Archives," The Book of Newfoundland, val. 4 (St. John's: 
Newfoundland Book Publishers (1967) Ltd., 1967) , 187-89. 
45 Evening Telegram, St. John's, 18 November 1969, 2. 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY 45 
... continued from page 23 
03:30- A tanker in the middle of the convoy 
was torpedoed. Search with star shell was 
carried out but with only two ships escorting 
the convoy it was impossible to make it 
effective. As it was not really dark I was in 
some doubt as to the U-boat being on the 
surface or submerged, consequently after 
searching on the bow and beam I carried out 
an Asdic sweep astern. In doing this I closed 
the burning wreck and found three boats and a 
raft with survivors. Finding nothing astern, the 
survivors were picked up. The master was still 
on board and had to be taken off with a line. 
The tanker proved to be the Elusa, 48 
survivors. Malcom arrived as the last of the 
survivors was being picked up and the convoy 
was rejoined with her. Elusa had been hit on 
the starboard side and was second ship in the 
centre column. When the explosion occurred 
two ships were lit up between her and 
Burnham and it seems probable that the U-boat 
dropped down from right ahead and got 
among the convoy escaping afterwards either 
ahead or astern. No doubt before attacking she 
had observed the positions of the escorting 
ships which were 10° before the beam of the 
leading wing ship on either side and covering 
as much ground as possible at a mean distance 
of one mile, and acted accordingly. 16 
The engineers and stokers, whose job it was to 
keep the ship functioning, who worked in 
unpleasant conditions, in high temperatures, 
often knew little about what was happening 
above. In the event of a ship being damaged or 
sunk, the proportion of casualties in the engine 
and boiler rooms was usually the highest of any 
group on the ship. 
But Wooding did not come to any harm during 
this naval action; rather, he met his death 
shipboard while docked in St. John's. On June 30, 
1941, the Evening Telegram reported the funeral of 
Stoker Harold S. Wooding, who died suddenly 
last week [june 26] on board a ship in port." 17 He 
was buried, with full honours, from Carnell's 
Funeral Home. His coffin was draped with the 
Union Jack, a bugle band from the Canadian 
Forces with muffled drums and a firing party 
preceded the hearse. A large number of officers 
and naval ratings made up the funeral cortege in 
its progress to the General Protestant Cemetery 
where Dr. L Curtis conducted the service. 
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The last word in this story of two young men 
who are buried far from their families, in a foreign 
cemetery, should be left to Harold's sister Nancy, 
as it reminds us of one of the oft forgotten 
tragedies of families who lost loved ones in war -
their inability to grieve their loss at a gravesite. In 
January 2009 she wrote, "we were lucky in the 
fact that we actually knew where he was buried, 
unlike some families who never knew what 
happened to their loved ones." 18 ~ 
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MEMORIAL PRESENTS 
THE CHALLENGE OF PROSPERITY: 
The Role of Research and Development and 
Innovation in the Province of the Future 
BY BRIAN VEITCH 
The eighteenth in a series of articles developed from regular public forums sponsored by the Leslie Harris Centre of Regional Policy and 
Development. Memorial Presents features speakers from Memorial University who address issues of public concern in the province. 
Historically, the challenges facing life in Newfoundland and Labrador have been 
those of an economy of want. Times have been tough, opportunities scarce, 
successes modest. 
imes change. Natural resource production is 
having a transformative impact on the 
province. The economy is cause for 
optimism, rather than resignation. Expectations 
are high that resource-based economic good 
fortune will be a springboard to a thriving, 
knowledge-based economy. The legacy of oil and 
ore is to be independence from resource rents: 
technology rather than fish; expertise rather than 
oil. The challenges that have to be faced in these 
circumstances are the challenges of prosperity: 
how to achieve it now that it is within grasp, and 
how to live successfully with it and ensure that it 
doesn 't wriggle away. Success requires that the 
provincial society build an apparatus that can 
deliver on the expectations of sustained economic 
and social wealth. 
One element of this apparatus will be a research 
and development and innovation (R&D&I) 
system that fosters knowledge creation and 
stimulates innovation. This article focuses on the 
R&D&I system. It describes what it is , identifies 
some of its important attributes and discusses 
what might be done to establish a system that can 
help shape the intellectual and economic 
landscape of the province of the future. 
Research aims to discover. It generates new 
knowledge and new understanding. The 
application of new knowledge and understanding 
generates innovation and subsequently the wealth 
to sustain and grow the R&D&I ecosystem and to 
contribute to the wider society. People are central 
to an R&D&I system. Discovery and invention 
don't just happen. They require expertise that is 
exercised and honed through research activities. 
The institutional research milieu typically 
involves a cast of characters that includes research 
leaders, research professionals and students. 
Indeed, in addition to producing new knowledge 
and understanding, academic research activities 
educate the highly qualified people who will 
become the next generation of research leaders 
and innovators. The industrial research scene is 
populated by the same people. Interaction 
between institutional and industrial researchers 
facilitates the transfer of ideas, technology and 
people. A healthy innovation system requires 
balance between institutional and industrial 
researcher capacity, as well as cooperation 
amongst them. 
The development of knowledge into innovative 
technology and processes also requires the active 
participation of entrepreneurs. These are the 
people who transform research outcomes into 
innovations and bring those innovations to 
market. Just as discovery and invention require 
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the relentless application of 
expertise to research activities, so 
too do innovation and 
commercialization require 
specialist expertise and 
persistence. 
Compared to other 
provinces in 
businesses and business 
associations, these will inevitably 
reflect the relatively narrow interests 
and views of their sources. There is 
a role in this environment for an 
objective, independent, credible 
voice to help ensure that communal 
(provincial) public interests are 
being advanced. Some appropriately 
named and mandated council could 
serve this function, which would 
help secure public confidence that 
the R&D&I system meant to meet 
the challenges of prosperity is 
serving the public interest. The 
magnitude of the investment in a 
provincial innovation system 
demands a coherent plan. The plan 
warrants scrutiny if it is to be 
credible to the public. 
Research infrastructure enables 
the people at the core of an 
R&D&I system to pursue the 
research activities that are 
precursors of discovery and 
innovation. Modern laboratories, 
research tools and office space are 
fundamental to the functioning of 
an R&D&I system. 
Canada, NL's 
performance ranks 
near the bottom of 
theladde~ Canada 
In broad strokes, the expert 
academic and industrial 
researchers, entrepreneurial 
innovators, research and 
development activities, and 
research infrastructure are the 
itself does not 
compare particularly 
favorably to other 
rich countries and is 
well behind 
countries, such as 
Finland and Sweden. 
components of an innovation system. It is 
possible to measure the performance of such 
systems using a variety of metrics. Compared to 
other provinces in Canada, Nrs performance 
ranks near the bottom of the ladder. Canada itself 
does not compare particularly favorably to other 
rich countries and is well behind countries, such 
as Finland and Sweden, whose capacity to 
innovate has been recognized as world-beating. 
The evidence is available for those who wish to 
assess it. 
The "knowledge" economy is very competitive. 
In most fields of science and engineering it is also 
international. Having described in broad terms 
the constituents of an R&D&I system, attention 
can now turn to describing attributes of a 
provincial system that will yield the desired 
outcomes under internationally competitive 
conditions. 
To begin, it is important to recognize that the 
provincial R&D&I system has to grow 
significantly. This will require substantial public 
and business investments across the constituent 
parts. Investments in the human elements, 
research and development activities, and 
associated infrastructure have to be kept in 
balance over time, which will require foresight 
and planning. While there are certainly planning 
activities throughout the provincial scene, from 
government departments to institutions to 
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Another characteristic of the 
provincial research scene is that it has been 
heavily dominated by institutional research. 
Indeed, as business investment in R&D has 
traditionally been modest, institutions might also 
be described as having taken a leadership role in 
establishing research roots in the province. 
Industry has followed suit and is positioned to 
expand its R&D&I presence significantly. In a 
high-functioning R&D&I system, research-based 
innovation drives business decisions. 
Entrepreneurial companies do and apply R&D to 
create economic wealth. New enterprises are 
created to pursue new market opportunities. 
Necessity, as the saying goes, is the mother of 
invention. Identifying current needs and 
predicting future needs require insights informed 
by experience. Those insights can come from 
researchers, but so too can they come from 
business people, public servants, and others. This 
is important as it is the same needs and challenges 
that can provide the bases of an R&D agenda. An 
agenda dominated by researchers will likely yield 
outcomes that contribute to their target academic 
domains. These may subsequently be pushed 
beyond academic boundaries where they may or 
may not attract additional attention from other 
entities in the innovation ecosystem. An agenda 
informed and set by more diverse interests will be 
more likely to address market needs and societal 
challenges that have broader relevance. 
If companies are to incorporate research-based 
innovation in their strategies, then they have to 
have a significant role in setting the R&D agenda, 
as well as an active role in actually transforming 
research outcomes into innovations. That is, there 
has to be a mechanism for enterprises to influence 
research directions and pull research outcomes, 
rather than simply wait for the outcomes that 
institutional researchers push out. This is a 
significant change in a jurisdiction like 
Newfoundland and Labrador, where, historically, 
most companies have been too small to sustain an 
internal R&D team. For companies that do 
pursue R&D&I agendas, funding programs with 
terms comparable to institutional programs need 
to be part of the landscape. It is worth pointing 
out that moving from a good idea to a market 
ready innovation requires R&D expertise and 
access to research equipment. It is also an 
expensive journey and one fraught with business 
risk. 
Likewise, if government is to reap the full 
potential benefits of provincial R&D& I capacity, 
it will have to engage in the system not only as a 
source of financial support, but as a contributor 
to the R&D agenda by identifying knowledge 
gaps that need to be addressed in order to inform 
public policy decisions. There is considerable 
scope on the provincial scene for more integration 
of these elements of the R&D&I system. 
Academic excellence is another desirable 
attribute of the provincial system. Research 
personnel, programs, and infrastructure have 
already been identified as system components. 
How can these be enhanced? In the near-term, it 
will be necessary to increase the number of 
research leaders in the province's research 
institutions. These people need to be supported 
by highly qualified research professionals who can 
effectively lever the researchers' capabilities. To 
ensure sustainable growth over time, investments 
are also needed to recruit new highly qualified 
personnel into R&D careers. Building and 
sustaining research groups in traditional academic 
settings is difficult due to institutional inertia and 
the nature of most research funding programs. In 
the current provincial context, this weakness can 
be addressed by expanding and enhancing 
research capacity in domain areas that have high 
relevance to those sectors most engaged in the 
R&D& I system. Further, recruitment of new 
researchers should target those who are oriented 
to engagement beyond the walls of institutions. 
Likewise, R&D funding programs should provide 
incentives to new and existing institutional 
researchers to integrate their activities with others 
in the ecosystem. Indeed, provincial R&D 
funding incentives should seek to align the goals 
of researchers with the goals of the provincial 
innovation system. Otherwise, academic 
personnel will respond to the narrower incentives 
of the academic world, with the likely 
consequence of perpetuating the gap between 
institutional-based research and private (or 
public) enterprises and government policy-
making. On the infrastructure front, the recent 
growth in research activity in the province's 
research institutions has resulted in physical 
capacity constraints. This is just the beginning. 
Alleviating these constraints in the near term will 
enable continued growth in successful areas. In 
the medium term, major infrastructure renewal 
will be required. 
In discussing a provincial innovation system, 
the associated research agenda is probably fairly 
described as being at the "applied" end of the 
spectrum. This is not to argue that all research 
should be applied, or even necessarily relevant to 
local audiences, only that these are attributes of 
research that can be counted as part of a 
provincial innovation system. Similarly, by 
emphasizing the importance of wealth creation to 
the success of the system, it is reasonable to 
interpret the policy prescriptions as favorable to 
applied science and engineering. They are, but 
they are not intended to be exclusionary. Research 
in other fields can also contribute to the social 
and economic wealth of the province. Diversity 
enhances an ecosystem. 
The opportunity to shape the province is in the 
hands of this generation. A vibrant research and 
development and innovation system is a necessary 
ingredient in a prosperous future. Realizing this 
vision is a shared responsibility that will require 
concerted efforts to plan and execute over the 
next several decades. The challenges of prosperity 
may very well be more difficult to meet than the 
challenges of hardship. Hardship is to be endured; 
prosperity demands that results be delivered. ~ 
Dr. Brian Veitch is Chair, Ocean and Naval Architectural 
Engineering, Faculty of Engineering and Applied Science. 
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THE GEOLOGICAL SURVEY, CONFEDERATION, 
AND ECONOMIC AMBITION: 
ROBERT BELL IN ST. JOHN'S, 1869 
Summary 
Robert Bell (1841-1917) was ending five years 
as Professor of Chemistry and Natural History at 
Queen's College, Kingston, when he visited St. 
John's in the winter of 1869. From his earlier 
association as assistant with the Geological Survey 
of Canada (1857-1867), and later full-time 
employment with it (1869-1908), a first look at 
his formal activities in St. John's might indicate 
that he was there by invitation, to testify before a 
Select Committee of the House of Assembly 
evaluating the colony's five-year-old Geological 
Survey, and, also by invitation, to address the St. 
John's Athenaeum on the advantages of the colony 
joining the Canadian confederation. Archived Bell 
papers reveal, however, that his main purpose in 
St. John's was to get closer to politicians and 
businessmen who would ease his acquisition of 
exploration rights and development titles to 
mineral and timber properties on the island. Two 
years before, with a Geological Survey of Canada 
party, he had visited several mineral occurrences 
on the west coast. His testimony to the Select 
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Committee and the Athenaeum address were, it 
emerges, secondary arrangements, made, 
apparently hurriedly, while he was in St. John's. 
During his visit he spent time in the company of a 
young woman, introduced to him as a companion 
to a social function. She may have been from a 
well-connected St. John's family, which Bell saw as 
potentially advantageous to his commercial 
schemes. OveralL his visit to St. John's was a 
disappointment. Adding to some social censure 
over his treatment of the young woman, he was 
not to be granted mineral rights, because the 
properties of interest were located on 'The French 
Shore'. His testimony to the Select Committee 
probably was not essential, as several higher-
profile British geologists testified in writing, 
supporting continuation of Alexander Murray's 
Geological Survey of the island. His Athenaeum 
address failed to curry favour for Confederation 
with Canada in a general election in the colony 
nine months later. He returned to Montreal to take 
up full-time duties with the GSC. 
Robert Bell championed the colony's resource 
wealth, and in 1883 retired to his 
native Scotland, where he died 
that same year. 
Between 1864 and 1868, Robert 
Bell interrupted his junior 
position with the Montreal-based 
GSC to occupy a professorship in 
Chemistry and Natural History at 
Queen's College, Kingston. While 
he made explorations for the 
Survey in some summers, when 
the College was not in session, 
Robert Bell1 was taken into the 
Geological Survey of Canada 
(GSC) in 1857 by its Director 
William Logan, on the premature 
death a year earlier of Bell's 
father, a Presbyterian minister 
and well-respected amateur 
geologist, who had served three 
parishes in Canada Wese. Well 
prepared as a boy in the study of 
Natural History, over a fifty-year 
career with the GSC Robert Bell 
explored from Great Slave Lake 
to Newfoundland, from Lake Erie 
to Baffinland. He gained 
prominence for his topographic 
and geologic mapping of 
uncharted territory, his 
Robert Bell in 1865. Photo courtesy 
his 'commercial' activities in this 
period indicate that he considered 
himself outside the public 
service, and therefore free to 
profit from his explorations. 
These years marked his active 
McCord Museum, McGill University, 
Montreal, catalogue 1-17982-1. 
knowledge of Canada's mineral resources, mines, 
and mining, of its forests and forestry, and of its 
Native peoples, especially what was then referred 
to as their "folk-lore", in particular "legends" 
recorded by himself and informants. Throughout 
his career, as Canada evolved territorially, he 
maintained an almost obsessive interest in all its 
resources, although not to the detriment of his 
contributions to 'pure' research, notably the 
imprint of the Glacial Period on Canada's 
landscape.3 
To Newfoundland, 1867 
A visit by the Geological Survey of Canada 
(GSC) in 1867 to mineral localities on the west 
coast of Newfoundland, led by James Richardson, 
likely was connected to Canada's continuing suit 
of Newfoundland's confederation. In 1864, the 
Survey's founding director, Sir William Logan, 
seconded his lieutenant, Alexander Murray (1810-
1883), to the colony to conduct a geological 
survey. This survey was expected to reveal mineral 
and other resources; pro-confederates expected 
that such discoveries would foster union between 
Newfoundland and Canada.4 Rather than return to 
the Canadian survey, Murray chose to stay in 
Newfoundland to direct the colony's newly 
established Geological Survey, for which he 
conducted inventories of the island's mineral, 
forest, and land resources. 5 Murray produced 
6 
annual reports and a handsome geological map, 
involvement in several mineral resource 
developments - oil in Gaspe (Canada East), and in 
Lambton County, Canada West, base metals in the 
eastern counties of Canada West, gold in Halifax 
and Guysborough Counties, Nova Scotia, and 
various metallic and non-metallic mineral 
prospects in western Newfoundland. The last were 
originally located by ].B. jukes (1842) / shortly 
after which mainland investors, Americans among 
them, began showing interest. Bell acted primarily 
as appraiser of prospects for potential investors. 
Between 1863 and 1865 he published two books 
and three papers on economic geology, at least 
partly to raise awareness of mineral developments, 
for which investors were ever on the look-out. 
Bell's developing interest in Newfoundland was 
linked to the early work of the Newfoundland 
Geological Survey, under his former GSC 
colleague, Alexander Murray. The survey, begun in 
1864 under the Conservative Government of 
Hugh Hayles, was initiated in the face of a severe 
and prolonged depression in the fishery and was 
part of the Conservatives' campaign to diversify 
the economy. The survey, it was hoped, would 
uncover and map potential agricultural land as 
well as mineral and forestry resources. Murray was 
originally seconded from the GSC, but he 
remained in Newfoundland as the Colony's chief 
geologist, while continuing to cooperate with GSC 
Directors Logan, then Selwyn. Throughout his 
career Murray remained an enthusiast of land-
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based development but believed that 
Confederation was necessary to ensure the 
investment needed for resource development, an 
opinion Bell shared. Some prominent 
Newfoundlanders, such as Reverend Moses 
Harvey, a tireless promoter of Newfoundland's 
economic development, in Presbyterian minister's 
clothing, agreed with them. Murray and Harvey 
later became open supporters of the trans-island 
railway, and more private proponents of 
Confederation. Both were also friends of Robert 
Bell and may have contributed to his over-
estimation of Newfoundland's interest in 
Confederation. Other Colonial leaders such as the 
merchant/ industrialist Charles Fox Bennett shared 
Murray's hopes for land-based economic 
development, but opposed confederation and felt 
that Newfoundlanders could and should control 
any such development. 
The aforementioned GSC expedition to western 
Newfoundland in 1867 was specifically interested 
in the following mineral occurrences: 
gypsum near Codroy, on Cabot Strait, and at 
Romaines Brook, northern St. George's Bay; 
coal in the valleys of Robinsons and Barachois 
Brooks, St. George's Bay; 
lead at (what is now) Port au Port West; 
asbestos north of Port au Port; 
copper at York Harbour, Bay of Islands; 
ornamental marble in the Humber River gorge; 
and timber stands in the Humber River valley; 
chromite and nickel near Bonne Bay. 
No official report of this expedition was issued-
a questionable circumstance, given the 
involvement of two GSC staff, and presumably 
made with the blessing (or was it the blind eye?) 
of Director Logan. The additional participation of 
Montreal banker Donald Ross, whose interest lay 
in west Newfoundland and Cape Breton coal, 
surely explains the nature of the exploit. At Gaspe, 
Ross financed commission of a schooner for the 
expedition, as well as provisions for an estimated 
seven on board (Ross, Richardson, Bell, Bell's 
physician/botanist brother John, two 
crew/labourers and a skipper). 
Upon completion of this exploration Bell 
returned with the Survey party to Montreal, and 
then, since he was not required to write a report, 
spent the fall of 1867 visiting several gold 
prospects in Nova Scotia. Gold had been 
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discovered there in 1860, and a dozen prospects in 
Halifax and Guysborough counties drew attention 
in the following decade. Bell was to assess their 
geology, value and requisites for development, 
representing a group of investors which included 
senior Queen's professors and administrators, and 
other city 'worthies' , known collectively as "The 
Kingston Pact." He was there again in 1868, for 
the same purpose. In addition to his undoubted 
professional and scientific interest, by the time of 
his 1869 visit to St. John's Bell already had a 
history of private involvement in mineral 
development schemes. His interest in mineral 
prospects in Newfoundland therefore followed 
naturally, with added impetus from Moses Harvey's 
enthusiasm and the pro-Confederation effort. 
To St. John's, 1869 
Terminating his Queen's professorship with the 
fall term of 1868, Bell left Kingston January 15 
1869 and arrived in St. John's six days later. He 
stayed in the town for about two and a half 
months, enjoying an active social life while 
participating in public debates and pursuing his 
private business interests. He had been in town 
only a day or two when he received an invitation 
for "Professor Bell and Friend" to attend a Burns 
Supper.8 The friend invited was a Miss Martha 
Brown,9 an arrangement probably owed to Moses 
Harvey. Harvey may have felt he owed Bell a 
favour in return for his influence in gaining his 
two sons' admission to McGill University. Bell 
might also have advised at least one of these sons, 
C.]. Harvey, to study Civil Engineering there, as he 
himself had done from 1858-61; in 1878 C.]. was 
surveying for the proposed Newfoundland 
railway.10 As it happened, Bell 'kept company' with 
Miss Brown during his stay in St. John's, 'company' 
sufficient for Moses Harvey, twenty months after 
Bell left St. John's, to tell him that Miss Brown had 
suffered severe disappointment at the lack of 
subsequent contact, although she was by then 
recovered and expecting a recuperative visit to 
Scotland. 11 Such a companion would certainly 
have eased Bell's movements through St. John's 
society, and might have been seen by Bell as of 
potential good influence on the purpose of his 
visit - the establishment of business connections. 
Only a week after Burns Night, on February 1, 
Bell attended a banquet given by Governor Sir 
work them. Not because we have 
union, but because it would be 
for their profit to do so.":., Unlike 
Bell and Harvey, anti-confederates 
saw no obvious benefits in 
confederation, and many 
potential threats. Bell's address 
did not have the desired effect on 
the colony's election that 
November, which anti-
confederates won by 21 seats to 
nine. It was for that election that 
the 'anti's' had penned "Come 
Near at Your Peril, Canadian 
Wolf" .15 
Anthony Musgrave at 
Government House, at which the 
St. John's Athenaeum also 
convened to hear Bell give an 
address, titled "Canada and Her 
Resources." The circumstances 
seem strange, as the occasion was 
scheduled very haphazardly. Only 
five days before the banquet, The 
Telegraph newspaper advertised 
an Athenaeum lecture to be given 
that night by R.j. Pinsent, a 
Liberal, pro-confederation 
newspaper editor. 12 No 
advertisements appeared for Bell's 
address in any paper. Either The 
Telegraph had not been told of 
the change, or circumstances 
Just as strange as these Alexander Murray, ca 1877, Library and 
scheduling ructions was Bell's Archives Canada, catalogue C-088097. 
demanded that Pinsent give way to Bell at very 
short notice. 
Bell's address, for which his notes survive, 13 
coincided with rancorous debate in the colony's 
House of Assembly on the draft terms of 
Confederation. He forecast a bright economic 
future for Newfoundland, with building of a trans-
island railway (in fact, not begun for a dozen 
years, and not finished for 30), construction of 
shipping facilities, and industrial exploitation of 
minerals and forests. Extolling the virtues of 
confederation with the young Canada, he urged 
closer economic and political ties to the mainland, 
including America. He had seen how resource 
developments in at least the Province of Canada 
(1841-67) had benefited from its continental 
'gaze', with consequent weakening of economic 
ties with the old-country. It would have been no 
great leap for him to apply this confidence to 
Newfoundland in a confederated Canada. While 
he saw this as a positive development, he may 
have under-estimated the very strong imperial ties 
among his Athenaeum audience. His arguments in 
favour of confederation as an incentive for 
capitalization of resource developments were very 
common among pro-confederates in the months 
leading up to the election of fall, 1869. Anti-
confederates countered that if the resources were 
there, Newfoundland should maintain control and 
regulate investors. As Liberal Thomas Talbot 
remarked one month after Bell's speech: "If we 
have these rich resources, men will come and 
attendance two weeks later at 
another Athenaeum lecture, this one by Alexander 
Murray himself. Advertized in the same issue of 
The Telegraph as Pinsent's lecture, with the title, 
'Geology in Relation to the Mineral Deposits of a 
Country', Murray's lecture would seem 
provocatively well timed, with the Select 
Committee about to sit in judgement on his first 
five years of geological survey. The actual title was 
even more pointed - 'On the Value of a Geological 
Survey' - surely qualifying for the local 
description as 'brazen', especially as it was 
delivered on the day, February 15, that A.P 
Pinsent, Select Committee Secretary, requested Bell 
appear before it. 16 
The Select Committee's questions related to the 
results, progress, funding, and importance of 
Murray's five-year-old survey. Although he was 
there in St. John's, unaccountably Bell returned 
written answers to written questions, perhaps to 
avoid discussion of his connections with Murray. 
Direct evidence that Bell had not visited St. John's 
for the pre-arranged purpose of testifying before 
the Committee comes from its published record, 
in which it considered itself, "fortunate in having 
been able to obtain the benefit of the testimony of 
Professor Bell, who happened to be in St. John's 
when they first sat." 17 He was in good company, 
nevertheless, as written responses came also from 
Britain by Sir Charles Lyell, the most prominent 
English-speaking geologist of the Victorian age, Sir 
Roderick Murchison, second only to Lyell, former 
Director of the Geological Survey of Great Britain, 
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Sir Archibald Geikie, Director of the Geological 
Survey of Scotland, Professor Andrew Ramsay of 
the Royal School of Mines, and John J. Bigsby, 
then 76 years old, who had done distinguished 
geological work around the Great Lakes of British 
North America in the 1820's. 
Among local witnesses to the Select Committee 
wereJ.H. Kerr, R.N., then Commander of the 
Admiralty's Newfoundland Squadron, who had 
been involved in hydrographic survey of 
Newfoundland waters since 1862 , and had 
developed an interest in the effects of glaciers on 
bathymetry around the 'English Shore'. In 1870 he 
authored an abstract of a paper on glacial evidence 
in Newfoundland which was read for him by 
Murchison before the Geological Society of 
London. 18 Another witness was Moses Harvey, who 
had kept constant, close watch on Murray's results 
as they advertized mineral occurrences on the 
island; another wasJ.T. Neville, Superintendent of 
Public Works, whose construction activities, of 
course, had often to consult Murray's geological 
and topographical surveys, while the Surveyor-
General of Newfoundland, J.H. Warren, was 
another obviously interested witness. All 
respondents voiced positive opinions, 
recommending continuation of Murray's work for 
a longer period, with increased support. With the 
grant increased, it was with renewed confidence 
that ten years later, in 1879, Murray published a 
geological map of the island fine enough to 
compare with geological maps anywhere, except 
for its lack of topographical representation. 19 
His written testimony delivered, with six weeks of 
his visit remaining, Bell likely spent many hours 
with Murray, mulling over the development of 
resource properties on the island. Throughout the 
twenty years through which he directed the colony's 
geological survey, Murray was always known as a 
booster. Such was his 'poop-deck' demeanour that 
his earlier Royal Navy ties were remembered in his 
informal title, 'Captain Murray'. 20 Adding positively 
to Murray's effort, the colony's economy was 
beginning to diversify, away from reliance on the 
fishery, towards mineral development, forest 
exploitation, and expanded agriculture. 21 
Business matters 
While socializing, encouraging like-minded 
confederates and providing professional support 
54 VOLUME 102 NUMBER 4 2010 
for the survey, Bell pursued what appears to have 
been the primary purpose of his visit: making 
contact with politicians, businessmen, and public 
servants, seeking information and advice on 
acquiring titles to Newfoundland mineral and 
timber properties. He made notes to himself to see 
men such as Ambrose Shea, William Whiteway, 
James Winter, J.H. Warren, J. Outerbridge, M.W 
Wallbank- all pro-Confederates. Both before and 
after the 1867 GSC cruise in west Newfoundland 
waters, Shea and Harvey had corresponded with 
Bell on capitalization of resources on the island's 
west coast, forewarning him that the main 
impediment to his business plans was the 
exclusive treaty rights the French claimed to 
maintain shore establishments and fishing grounds 
along the western coasts of the island from White 
Bay to Cape Ray- 'The French Shore.'22 This right 
was last negotiated in 1783 and stood until 1904; 
the French claimed the right of patrols on these 
coasts, and protested erection of structures 
onshore by any others, for whatever purpose, 
including mineral extraction. 
Conclusion: Mission not accomplished 
The only positive effect of Robert Bell's visit to 
St. John's between January 21 and (estimated) 
April 3, 1869 was the ten-year extension of 
funding for Murray's Geological Survey of the 
island. Even that, however, probably would have 
been achieved without his testimony to the Select 
Committee, as there were bigger guns than he 
saluting Murray's work. Even if it had been 
essential, his testimony could have been written 
from Kingston. Further, the existence of a treaty 
that, the French claimed, prohibited 'English' 
settlement and economic activity on the west coast 
of Newfoundland, ensured that nothing came of 
his busy attention in St. John's to acquiring rights 
to those mineral and timber properties he had 
visited in 1867. Surely, he could have learned as 
much without visiting the colony? Enthusiastic 
encouragement from Harvey and Murray, on the 
other hand, might have raised his hopes in a visit. 
Bell's losses the year before in Nova Scotia gold 
mines meant not only financial setback, but legal 
trouble as well, which was worth escaping, if only 
for three months, particularly if some loss could 
be recouped in Newfoundland. Just getting clear 
of Kingston after five years at Queen's, which had 
L 
not bolstered his reputation as much as expected, 
would also clear the air. 
Altogether, the year had not begun well for 
Robert Bell. Now approaching 28, his earlier 
twelve-year career with the Geological Survey had 
followed a steep upward curve of accomplishment 
and recognition, but this year had not begun 
promisingly. Upon his return to Montreal to 
reoccupy his Survey position, now on a full-time 
basis, he began planning his final exploration 
under the direction of Sir William Logan. The 
'Chief" was about to retire to Wales, where he died 
six years later. For Bell it was to be Lake Nipigon 
- far from St. John's. 
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REVEILLE 
As we approach the 100111 Anniversary of WWI, Bert Riggs presents a 
series of profiles of Newfoundland soldiers and veterans. 
BY BERT RIGGS 
Will Hodgson Franklin (1871-1941) 
Will Hodgson Franklin was born in 1871 in 
Liverpool, England, the son of William Franklin, 
a merchant, and was educated there at the 
Liverpool Institute. What brought him to 
Newfoundland is not known, but it was to St. 
] ohn's that he relocated in 1891. Once settled he 
entered into a partnership with john Lindberg, 
operating a brewery near the foot of Signal Hill. 
Around the turn of the century he established 
his own business, Franklin Agencies, dealing in 
the importation of coal and the export of fish, oil 
and lobsters. He later became an agent for 
marine engines and was a major supplier to 
those members of the Fishermen's Protective 
Union whom the union president, William 
Coaker, had convinced to convert their boats 
from oar and sail. 
Soon after his arrival in St. John's, Franklin 
became involved with the Church Lads' Brigade, a 
paramilitary organization for teenage boys, 
operating under the auspices of the Church of 
England. In 1903 Franklin succeeded Sir joseph 
Outerbridge as Lieutenant-Colonel of the brigade. 
When war broke out in 1914, many of the first 
recruits to join the Newfoundland Regiment were 
men who had been members of the various 
denominational boys' brigades: the Catholic Cadet 
Corps, the Methodist Guards, the Presbyterian 
Highlanders and the Church Lads' Brigade. It 
naturally followed that the leaders of these 
brigades would help to form the officer corps of 
the Regiment. 
56 VOLUME 102 NUMBER 4 2010 
Franklin received 
his commission as 
Captain on 
September 21, 1914 
and was named 
Camp Commandant 
for the first 
contingent, the First 
Five Hundred. His 
put all his efforts 
into turning these 
raw recruits into a 
properly-trained 
fighting force and to 
him must go much 
of the credit for their 
cohesiveness as a 
Captain W. H. Franklin in his 
Newfoundland Regiment uniform, 1914 
unit once they began more formal training in 
Scotland. 
The First Five Hundred left St. John's for 
England on October 4, 1914 on board the 55 
Flo1izel. Franklin had left two days earlier aboard 
the 55 Carthaginian to prepare for their arrival. He 
remained with the Regiment only until November 
18 when he was transferred to the First Battalion 
of the Suffolk Regiment. On March 20, 1915 he 
joined the 6th Battalion of the Royal Warwick 
Regiment. Five days later he was promoted to 
Major. 
It was in that capacity that he watched the 
members of the Newfoundland Regiment leave 
Aldershot, Scotland, in August 1915, on a journey 
................... ________________________________________ _ 

REVIEWS 
Short Stories 
Scrabble Lessons 
By Leslie Vyrenhoek 
Oolichan Books 2009 
$18.95 178 pages 
Scrabble was invented in 1938 by 
architect Alfred Mosher Butts. He 
thought spatially, not linguistically. In 
a way this is what Vryenhoek does too 
-though she's adept with words, no 
quarrel there. But these fifteen stories 
are pitched to an awareness of the 
space relationships occupy, 
emotionally, geographically, and 
temporally. People move, or flee, 
across the country. They have died 
years before. They're in the next room. 
Unexpectedly, and very drunk, in the 
next room. 
There are dramas and dilemmas 
galore and compacted. A teenage girl 
tries to somersault over the impact 
and influence of her sister. A starving 
husband lovingly craves the peach 
curve of his sleeping wife's thigh. An 
insurance executive is impaled by 
poetry. 
Vyrenhoek's writing is sharp and 
spare, honed and accurate- fixed on 
subject and situation. She does not 
blink. 
Scrabble teaches spelling and 
manipulation. A steady way to win. 
Scrabble Lessons teaches us something 
of the limits and geometries of 
connection, detachment, and love. 
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NEVER IVJ.OPJ: THERE 
Stephen Rowe 
Poems 
Never More There 
By Stephen Rowe 
Nightwood Editions 2009 
$17.95 88 pages 
This volume of poetry holds suites 
and caches of grief and discovery, 
history and renewal. The work is 
closely observed and atmospheric, 
and the writing attuned, distilled, and 
calibrated: 
I knew him when he lived 
downhill 
from the farm and old lumber mill 
where, by Rock Road, he kept his 
smithy shop. 
I'd stop at times to see 
how his hammer struck the 
shining 
iron on the anvil, tossing 
bright orange stars into the black-
smoke air. 
He'd glare with every whack 
at the twisted metal and mould 
he'd hang as horseshoes to be sold. 
-from The Blacksmith 
What a lovely bounce of rhyme. 
(It is structured in a 'thoddaid 
form, a traditional Welsh syllabic 
metre. ') This is why people read 
poetry: to savour something crisp, 
vivid and apt. 
-joan Sullivan 
~ew World, Old World 
Bridging the North Atlantic 
C.J. Fox 
New World, Old World: Bridging the 
North Atlantic 
by C. J. Fox 
University of Victoria Libraries, 2009 
556 pages, $34.95. 
Cy Fox was born in 
Newfoundland in 1931, into a 
family deeply involved in 
Newfoundland politics. His father 
was Cyril Fox, Speaker of the 
Newfoundland House of Assembly 
from 1924-1928 during the Monroe 
administration, and his mother was 
Mary Cashin Fox, daughter of 
former Newfoundland Prime 
Minister Michael Cashin and sister 
to the garrulous and unforgettable 
Major Peter Cashin. 
These family ties make the early 
chapters of Fox's memoir New 
World, Old World: Bridging the North 
Atlantic an interesting read for 
those wishing to catch a unique 
glimpse of "Uncle Peter" during the 
tumultuous years of the National 
Convention and Confederation 
debate. 
Yet familial connections are not 
enough to persuade Fox to remain 
in Newfoundland, which he refers 
to as "dank and isolated". 
Beginning with his academic 
pursuits in Nova Scotia, and later 
Oxford (as Rhodes Scholar) and 
Columbia, Fox's memoirs take the 
reader around the globe. 
As a reporter for Associated 
Press, Canadian Press, and Reuters, 
Fox's career as a journalist saw 
him covering news from New York 
and London, where his work and 
travels took him throughout Cold 
War Europe, and as far away as 
Hong Kong, and his recollections 
of his time with these news 
agencies make for fascinating 
reading. 
Just as absorbing (provided you 
are a fan of the Modernist 
art/literature movement) is Fox's 
narrative of the beginnings of his 
passion for the work of Wyndham 
Lewis, a fervour that grew from a 
simple appreciation of Lewis's 
Edite par: 
Ronald Rompkey 
Les Fran-rais ' • 
a Terre-Neuve 
un lieu mythique, une culture fantome 
PRESSES UNI'IERSITAIRES DE BORDEAUX 
works to see Fox as an enthusiastic ,._! --.......: ~----'"'-"--~~~---~-----'' 
collector, writer and editor of 
works by and about Wyndham 
Lewis. Eventually Fox's work 
culminated in a display titled The 
Lion and the Fox at the University 
of Victoria. 
Fox's writing is clear and 
gratifying to read, and displays the 
comfort with language and unique 
turns of phrase suggestive of one 
who has long worked with words. 
He has organized his memoir 
thematically, rather than 
chronologically, which in addition 
to making his memoir focused and 
easy to read, also creates the 
peculiar impression that he has 
lived more than one life. Which, 
perhaps, he has. He has certainly 
had a lifetime's worth of travels. 
Fox's detailed writings about his 
encounters with various writers 
and critics involved in his search 
for Lewis memorabilia can 
certainly make for dense reading at 
times, especially if 20th century 
literature is not your cup of tea. 
Yet his recollections of a life lived 
around the world, in the company 
of some unforgettable people, in 
some ways tell a much broader 
story of the 20th century. 
- Keith Collier 
Les Fran~ais a Terre-Neuve: un lieu 
mythique, une culture fantiime 
Ronald Rompkey, (editor) 
Presses Universitaires de Bordeaux, 
Collection « Gulf Stream » 
2009 306 pages 
If you need convincing about the 
quantity and importance of historical 
material related Newfoundland and 
published in French over the years 
and inaccessible to many English-
speaking readers, this book by Ronald 
Rompkey, Les Fran(ais a Terre-Neuve: 
un lieu mythique, une culture Jantome, 
should dispel any doubts. This is a 
very useful complement to his 2004 
volume, Terre-Neuve, anthologie des 
voyageurs Jran(ais, 1814-1914 that 
presented a range of excerpts in 
French by visitors to Newfoundland 
during the 19th century. This new 
work, Les Fran(ais a Terre-Neuve ... 
provides readers who are at ease in the 
language of Voltaire with a somewhat 
similar collection of extracts (without 
the illustrations), taken from the 
abundant documentation on 
Newfoundland, much of which resides 
in archives in France. We can now 
take a first-hand look at more samples 
of writing by a variety of authors from 
all fields, scientists, historians, 
physicians, diplomats, sea captains, 
cartographers, economists, 
geographers, and oceanographers. 
Only a couple of these are available in 
English (A Gentleman in the Outports, 
Gobineau and Newfoundland, 
translated by M. Wilkshire, Ottawa, 
1993 and A Voyage to Newfoundland 
by Julien Thoulet, translated by S. 
Jamieson, 2005). Rompkey's new book 
also includes literary excerpts by such 
authors as the Fran~ois-Rene 
Chateaubriand, who spent two weeks 
in Saint-Pierre-et-Miquelon, Henri-
Emile Chevalier, a journalist who 
visited Newfoundland in the mid-
1800s, and Maurice Sand, son of 
George Sand, who was a novelist, an 
illustrator, and an author of books on 
geology and entomology. 
Rompkey pieces together a vast 
overview that covers several centuries 
and juxtaposes fields of enquiry that 
would appear unrelated if it were not 
for the theme suggested by the book's 
title - his ambitious attempt to define 
the image of Terre-N euve -
Newfoundland- that has filtered 
down to the collective memory of 
France: A " ... mythical place, a 
phantom culture" that survives only in 
archaeological vestiges and in the 
writings of earlier times. Such a vision 
is quite different in substance and 
style from the official, imperial version 
of the history of Newfoundland and 
casts an unfamiliar, sometimes 
fascinating, and often overtly Gallic 
light upon Newfoundland's past. 
The book consists of forty-three 
extracts from one to twelve pages in 
length, arranged thematically in seven 
chapters or sections with the following 
headings (my translations): 1) 
"Discovery, Exploration & 
Cartography" (eight extracts); 2) "The 
French Capital at Placentia" (six 
extracts); 3) "Labrador" (six extracts); 
4) "Saint Pierre-et-Miquelon" (seven 
extracts); 5) "Ceremonies held by the 
Fishermen" (two extracts); 6) "Life in 
Newfoundland" (ten extracts); 7) 
"Diplomacy" (two extracts). 
Under each heading, the pieces are 
arranged chronologically, and this 
sometimes requires a little 
backtracking on the part of the reader 
(as in a text by Cartier dating from 
1543 alongside Beaudoin's 1697 
account of d'Iberville's raid on St. 
John's and Ledoux's 1835 piece on 
English explorers in Labrador). The 
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book is just under 300 pages long, uses 
fairly small print and moderately large 
page size (16 x 24 em) and includes 
footnotes, making it a very full volume 
indeed. It contains a sizable amount of 
factual detail so I think the addition of 
an index of names of people and places 
would have made sense here. 
The biographical notes on each 
author and the bibliographies are 
complete and quite useful (only the 
extract by H.E. Chevalier, p.193-198, 
appears to have been overlooked and is 
not referenced in the bibliography). A 
number of the selections would make 
interesting reading for students of 
French in Newfoundland, provided 
their reading knowledge of French is 
fairly advanced; perhaps this is what the 
editor had in mind in providing 
footnotes for such familiar terms as 
croque-mitaine (bogey-man), or the 
Merovingien dynasty, that are known to 
most French school children. 
This selection of short texts is not 
limited to those whose authors actually 
visited Newfoundland (though a 
number of them are familiar to readers 
of the Anthologie des voyageurs franc; a is) 
nor do the writings date only from the th 
19 century (though that period is the 
best represented, with twenty-three 
extracts out of forty-three). 
Rompkey offers pages taken from 
texts as early as Jacques Cartier's 
Voyages et decouverte du Canada, entre 
les annees 1534 et 1542, Lescarbot's 
Histoire de la Nouvelle France (1609), 
... continued from page 46 
Lahontan's Memoires de l'Amerique 
septentrionale ... ( 1705), Raynal's 
Histoire philosophique et politique des 
etablissement et du commerce des 
europopeens dans les deux Indes (1774). 
For those who may wish to delve 
deeper into the background material, 
the bibliography lists a number of other 
French titles that have been cited either 
by the authors or by Rompkey himself 
(see Jean Alfonse, Les voyages 
aventureux du capitaine Jean Alfonce, 
Sainctongeois, contenant les reigles et 
enseignemens necessaries a la bonne 
navigation,l559; Bellin Jacques, 
Remarques sur la carte de l'Amerique 
septentrionale, comprise entre les 28e et 
72e de latitude, 1775. 
One of the obvious qualities of the 
book is that such a diversity of authors 
ensures that there are as many topics 
dealt with as there are extracts; 
discussions range from the location of 
Cabot's elusive landfall, to the maps 
that show the island from the 15th 
through to the 19th centuries; to the 
activities of fishermen from La Rochelle 
in the 1700s, (in a particularly 
interesting piece by Musset who 
suggests that the number of ships and 
fishermen was likely considerably 
higher than what is commonly 
believed); to Beaudoin's eye-witness 
descriptions of the French capital at 
Placentia and moving account of the 
attack it suffered at the hands of the 
English in 1692; of d'Iberville's attack 
on St. John's in 1696; to Labrador, 
which figures prominently in the 
selection with extracts such as Cartier's 
phrase the "land God gave to Cain"; to 
the evangelization of the 
Inuit; to the Eskimo population and 
the way of life. Occasionally there are 
comments that have been heard before 
about Newfoundland's inhospitable ' 
climate, the mosquitoes, the difficult if 
not impossible growing conditions, the 
qualities of the Newfoundland dog, the 
day-to-day activities of cod fishing, the 
misery endured by the fishermen and 
the dangers they faced. However these 
extracts describe places and individuals 
and give accounts of events that have 
been viewed through English eyes and 
written about in English. One would 
have guessed that the French fishermen 
were not always treated kindly by the 
English in Newfoundland or that the 
attitude of the Newfoundland House of 
Legislature regarding French fishing 
rights here might not always have been 
exactly fair, given the treaties that had 
been signed long before by authorities 
in London and Paris and that were 
ostensibly still in effect. But thanks to 
Rompkey, we can now read for 
ourselves these many fascinating, 
articulate, well informed, passionate, 
sometimes poignant pages, that bring 
back to life the lengthy chapter, albeit 
one that came to an end over a century 
ago, when Newfoundland was linked 
directly to France. 
- Scott] amieson 
The Encyclopedia of World War II: a political, social, and military history. 
Accessed at http://ebooks.abc-clio.com.qe2a-
14 The HMS Burnham was built by the Bethlehem Shipbuilding Corp. 
(Quincy, Massachusetts). She was ultimately scrapped at Pembroke, 
England in December 1948. Information about the HMS Burnham has 
been derived from Rohwer, u-boat.net, Geoffrey B Mason, Service 
histories of Royal Navy Warships in World War 2 at http://www.naval-
history;net/xGM-Chrono-11 US-Burnham.htm. Information on convoy 
HX 126 can be found at 
http://www.warsailors.com/convoys/hx126.html. 
proxy;mun.ca/reader.aspx ?isbn=97815 7 6070956&:id= WW2E.14 20&:q= 
netherlands# on February 27, 2010. 
9 If you add the 11 ships that returned to port to the 13 which were 
lost or damaged and the 18 that made it across the Atlantic, you won't 
1et 49- such are the statistics of war. 
0 For more information on this and other convoys see "Convoy 
battles" at http://uboat.net/ops/convoys/battles.htm?convoy=HX-90; 
"Convoy HX 90," which includes a transcription of Admiral Alleyne's 
report, at http://www.warsailors.com/convoyslhx90page2.html, Jurgen 
Rohwer, Chronology of the war at sea, 1939-1945: the naval history of 
World War Two, and Arnold Hague, The Allied convoy system, 1939-
1941. 
11 "Passed away ... " Evening Telegram , December 28, 1940, p. 12. 
12 The Dutch website "Oorlogsgravenstichting: Opdat zij met eere 
mogen rusten" [accessed at http://www.ogs.nllpageslhome.asp on 
February 28, 2010] shows four other servicemen buried in St. John's 
cemeteries - one in Mount Carmel and three in the Anglican cemetery. 
13 Members of the Wooding/Jeeves family - Harold's sisters Avis and 
Nancy, his nephews Colin and Ian, and his great-nephew Karl - have 
generously provided information and photographs of Harold Stanley 
Wooding. 
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15 The role of the NEF and the importance of St. John's in World War 
II are well described by Paul Collins in "War at sea: Newfoundland's 
role" on the Newfoundland and Labrador Heritage website at 
http://www.heritage.nf.ca/law/war_at_sea.html. 
16 "Convoy HX 126- HMS Burnham's, HMS Burwell's &: HMS 
Malcolm's Reports" accessed at 
http://www.warsailors.com/convoyslhxl26burnham.html on March 2, 
2010. 
17 "Navy man buried with full honors," Evening Telegram , June 30, 
1941, p . 4. In an e-mail from ColinJeeves, dated February 17, 2010, 
he indicated that the circumstances of Harold's death were unclear, but 
that it was thought that he died as a result of injuries incurred in a 
fall, perhaps from a gangplank. 
18 Correspondence received from Nancy Wooding, dated January 
6, 2009. 
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READERS 
NEWFOUNDLAND HISTORY QUIZ 
by Bert Riggs 
Send us your answers to be eligible for a prize. In the event of a tie, the winning entry will be drawn from the best responses. 
Send your entries to: Newfoundland History Quiz, The Newfoundland Quarterly, 4014 Spencer Hall, 220 Prince Philip Drive, 
St. John's, NL A 1 8 3X5, E-mail: nfq@mun.ca 
Military History 
l. Where on the island of 
Newfoundland, in addition to St. 
John's, were forts built for the defence 
of the inhabitants? 
2. For whom is Bally Haly named? 
3. The Royal Newfoundland Fencible 
Infantry, later known as the Royal 
Newfoundland Regiment, saw action 
in what war? 
4. Which United States military base 
in Newfoundland was named for an 
l81h-century American merchant and 
ANSWERS TO LAST QUIZ 
Children's Literature 
l. The oldest known children's story 
with a Newfoundland subject is The 
Newfoundland Fishennen, published in 
1853. Who is its author? 
Charlotte Elizabeth Tonna (1790-1846) , 
who wrote under the pen name 
Charlotte Elizabeth. 
2. Kevin Major's first book for young 
children was published in 1997. What 
is it name? 
House of the Wooden Santas. 
3. Edith Tallant, author of the 
children's novel David and Patience 
( 1940), had what connection to 
Newfoundland? 
She was an itinerant 1-vorker with the 
Grenfell Association in the 1930s. 
4. How old was Maria Raymond when 
her book I Thought I was a Rock was 
published in 1973? 
military leader who had strong 
economic ties to Newfoundland? 
5. The last British Garrison in 
Newfoundland was withdrawn from 
St. John's in what year? 
6. In 1705 during Queen Anne's War, 
the residents of Carbonear, Harbour 
Grace and other Conception Bay 
communities successfully repelled 
French attackers from what location? 
7. What St. John's native became the 
first Newfoundlander in the 
Engineering branch of the Royal Navy 
in 1905? 
Eight years old. 
5. Clare Bice is best known as a 
painter, but he also wrote a children's 
book set in Newfoundland called The 
Great Island (1954). What was the 
name of the community in which it 
was set? 
Ship Cove. 
6. What Newfoundland-born 
children's writer has published books 
about Anne Harvey of Isle aux Morts 
and Pomiuk, an Inuit boy from 
Labrador? 
Alice Walsh. 
7. \Vhat \Vas the first children's/young 
adult book to win the Winterset 
Award? 
The Word for Home (2002) by joan 
Clark. 
8. Cannons from the reign of the 
English King George II (1727-1760) 
serve what function in the town of 
Bay Bulls? 
9. What was the most fortified part of 
Labrador during the latter half of the 
l8'h century, with no fewer than six 
garrisoned forts during that period? 
10. Which Grand Bank native rose to 
the rank of Lieutenant General in the 
Canadian Armed Forces and is 
referred to as the "Father of the 
Modern Air Force" in Canada? 
8. Billy Topsail is a character featured 
in a number of books by what 
Canadian-born writer who spent 
several summers living on Exploits 
Island, Notre Dame Bay. 
Norman Duncan (1871-1916). 
9. What Newfoundland writer has 
won the Writers Alliance's book award 
for Children's/Young Adult Literature 
five of the six times it has been given? 
janet McNaughton. 
10. In 1889 The Montreal Witness 
offered a prize of a typewriter for the 
best story written by a young person in 
Canada or Kewfoundland. The prize, 
awarded by the Governor General of 
Canada, the Marquis of Lorne, was won 
by a Newfoundlander. Who was she? 
May Selby Holden of St. John's for her 
story "Adele." 
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READERS 
Mystery PHOTO Challenge 
What is the occasion? What is the year? What is the name of the woman? 
Mystery Photo 1 02 [3] 
The game of cricket is being 
played in Tilt Cove. 
our mystery photo winner is 
Reed Weir of Robinsons, 
Newfound land. 
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Photography by Sheilagh O'Leary & Text by Rhonda Pelley 
" .. . This is a book to treasure." - Roberta Buchanan 
978-1-55081-325-8 $28.00 NON-FICTION 
THIS RAMSHACKLE TABERNACLE 
Samuel Thomas Martin 
"Sam Martin is an exceptional writer ... in all ways this 
is a highly original work." - David Adams Richards 
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'l1Je ART 1 F I CJ AL 
NEW FOUN OLANDER 
.. 
LARRY MATHEW~ 
,\ K"J'N.fNftlljl, f•'\f~f'al.rif 0 ...... 
•WII,mo.I<A>A,._.., 
'I"~--.I>O<I<;!£lltiJI/O~ r_.-d.o,..., 
l'dllicllo 
MARCH 
SPRING2010 MAY 
·,A; \!\! '.\! B R E A K W AT E R B 0 0 K S · . \1 \f ~v ;J ~4~ 1 ?!. ~ ~ , 
Wendy Nielsen 
www.therooms.ca 
757.8000 I 9 Bonaventure Ave. I St. John's, NL 
